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PREFACE. 



lr is s trite and common observation, thai the Poet 
is a being pre-eminent for bis Borrows ; denied the lux- 
uries of lift ; unfortunate in his attachments, and signal 
in his bereavements. This is generally true : but few 
perceive the beautiful philosophy slumbering under 
this sad category of woes. These are the things that fit 
him for his mission t for this cause came he into the 
world, namely, to suffer — that through him others 
might rejoice. The iron must first enter his own soul, 
ere he can. understand the low wailings of humanity — 
its M groaning* that cannot be uttered." 

The Poet Is the interpreter of the human heart — the 
expounder of its mysteries. An utterance is given to 
him, which is denied to others, even although their reel- 
ings may be akin to his own. Through him Truth 
speaks ; and wild or wayward as may seem her revela- 
tions, yet it is the common sentiment, the universal 
emotion, she speaks ; she gives the germ of a nobler 
principle, the Incentive to a higher hope. 

In times of bereavement, the mind often becomes 
utterly depressed and bewildered at its inability of ex- 
pression, and it turns Instinctively to the language of 
another i to M the deep, sad harmonies that haunt the 
breast of the Poet," who has foreshadowed a portraiture 
of our own hearts ; and we are comforted by the assu- 
rance it gives, that our state is not peculiar. In our 
weakness of grief, we are apt to feel as if alone ; as if set 
apart as a mark for the shafts of adversity ; but we now 
learn the fact, that we are only one of the great brother- 
hood of sorrow. 

These truths have been very strongly Impressed upon 
the Editor, in making this little compilation, quickened 
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at a moment of intense family bereavement, when he 
felt himself impelled to the relief herein suggested. In 
moments of affliction, we often shrink from the incom- 
petence of those who, frhfh their genuine kindliness of 
heart, obtrude their sympathy upon us. The common- 
place generalities to which snch persons resort, revolt 
us, as heartless and hackneyed ; the human voice, even, 
assumes a dissonance, when it urges us to forget a grief 
over which the heart yearns with a devoted tenderness, 
feeling as if relief were a treason to the beloved object. 
Few can afford consolation in periods like these — few 
should attempt it 

But here the Poet comes in to fulfil his mission — to 
assert his divine ministry; and we are amazed to find 
every where scattered over his pages, like grave-strewn 
flowers, the truest offerings of affection. We weep over 
his words, relieved by a strange sympathy ; he touches 
those mysterious chords of the human heart, so rarely 
harmoniously put in motion : 

" Few mv tbe heart* wbert om mm tonefe 
Bid* lb« mrt witen flow." 

His sufferings have been greater than ours ; therefore 
he is able to open the very secrets of our hearts — to 
penetrate to the depths of our emotions. lie beguiles 
us from the things we are, by giving definiteness to our 
thoughts, and by his warm human nature. He has 
felt as we feel — he has thought as we think — and has 
been able to give voice to thought and emotion. We 
are bound by a new bond to the heart of the Poet ; 44 for, 
whereas we were before dumb, we now speak," through 
him. 

Impressed with sentiments such as these — with emo- 
tions chastened by grief, and a heart tranquillized 
through the utterance of these expounders of the hu- 
man heart — the Editor binds together these Gems of 
Consolation, assured they will be " words fitly spoken * 
to those who mourn. 

Bbookltn, August, 1844. 
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THE MOURNER'S CHALET. 



TO A BEREAVED MOTHER. 

JOHN ftUINCr ADAMS. 

Sure, to the mansions of the blest 

When infant innocence ascends, 
Some angel, brighter than the rest, 

The spotless spirit's flight attends. 
On wings of ecstasy they rise, 

Beyond where worlds material roll, 
Till some fair sister of the skies 

Receives the unpolluted soul. 

That inextinguishable beam, 

With dust united at our birth, 
Sheds a more dim, discolored gleam 

The more it lingers upon earth. 
Closed in this dark abode of clay, 

The stream of glory faintly burns :— 
Not unobserved, the lucid ray 

To its own native fount returns. 

But when the Lord of mortal breath 
Decrees his bounty to resume, 



Digitized by G00gle 



10 THE MOURNER'S CHAPLET. 



And points the silent shaft of death 

Which speeds an infant to the tomb- 
No passion fierce, nor low desire, 

Has quenched the radiance of the flame; 
Back to its God the living fire 
Reverts, unclouded as it came. 

Fond mourner ! be that solace thine 1 

Let Hope her healing charm impart, 
And soothe, with melodies divine, 

The anguish of a mother's heart. 
O, think ! the darlings of thy love, 

Divested of this earthly clod, 
Amid unnumbered saints above, 

Bask in the bosom of their Gop, 

Of their short pilgrimage on earth 

Still tender images remain : 
Still, still they bless thee for their birth, 

Still filial gratitude retain. 
Each anxious care, each rending sigh, 

That wrung for them the parent's breast, 
Dwells on remembrance in the sky, 

Amid the raptures of the blest. 

O'er thee, with looks of love, they bend; 

For thee the Lord of life implore : 
And oft from sainted bliss descend, 

Thy wounded quiet to restore. 
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Oft, in the stillness of the night, 
They smooth the pillow of thy bed ; 

Oft, till the morn's returning light, 
Still watchful hover o'er thy head. 

Hark ! in such strains as saints employ, 

They whisper to thy bosom peace ; 
Calm the perturbed heart to joy, 

And bid the streaming sorrow cease. 
Then dry, henceforth, the bitter tear: 

Their part and thine inverted see— 
Thou wert their guardian angel here, 

They guardian angels now to thee. 



TO WILLIAM. 
WRITTEN BY A BEREAVED FATHER. 
W. B. 0. PEAB0DY. 

It seems but yesterday, my love, 
., Thy little heart beat high ; 
And I had almost scorned the voice 

That told me thou must die. 
I saw thee move with active bound, 

With spirits wild jand free ; 
And infant grace and beauty gave 

Their glorious charm to thee. 

Far on the sunny plains, I saw 
Thy sparkling footsteps fly, 



Digitized by G00gle 



12 THE MOURNER'S CHAPLET. 



1 



Firm, light, and graceful, as the bird 
That cleaves the morning sky ; 

And often, aa the playful breeze 
Waved back thy shining hair, 

Thy cheek displayed the red rose-tint 
That health had painted there. 

And then, in all my thoughtfulness, 

I could not but rejoice 
To hear upon the morning wind 

The music of thy voice,— 
Now echoing in the rapturous laugh, 

Now sad, almost to tears, — 
'T was like the sounds I used to hear, 

In old and happier years. 
Thanks for that memory to thee, 

My little, lovely boy,— 
That memory of my youthful bliss, 

Which time would fain destroy. 
I listened, as the mariner 

Suspends the out-bound oar, 
To taste the farewell gale that breathes 

From off his native shore. 

So gentle In thy loveliness ! — 

Alas! how could it be, 
That Death would not forbear to lay 

His icy hand on thee ? 
Nor spare thee yet a little while, 

In childhood's opening bloom, 
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While many a sad and weary soul 
Was longing for the tomb ! 

Was mine a happiness too pure 

For erring man to know ? 
Or why did Heaven so soon destroy 

My paradise below ? 
Enchanting as the vision was, 

It sunk away as soon 
As when, in quick and cold eclipse, 

The sun grows dark at noon. 

I loved thee, and my heart was blessed ; 

But, ere the day was spent, 
I saw thy light and graceful form 

In drooping illness bent, 
And shuddered as I cast a look 

Upon thy fainting head ; 
The mournful cloud was gathering there, 

And life was almost fled. 

Days passed; and soon the seal of death 

Made known that hope was vain ; 
I knew the swiftly-wasting lamp 

Would never burn again. 
The cheek was pale ; the snowy lips 

Were gently thrown apart ; 
And life, in every passing breath, 

Seemed gushing from the heart. 
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I knew those marble lips to mine 

Should never more be pressed, 
And floods of feeling, undefined, 

Rolled wildly o'er my breast ; 
Low, stifled sounds, and dusky forms, 

Seemed moving in the gloom, 
As if death's dark array were ooms, 

To bear thee to the tomb. 

And when I could not keep the tear 

From gathering in my eye, 
Thy little hands pressed gently mine, 

In token of reply ; 
To ask one more exchange of love* 

Thy look was upward cast, 
And in that long and burning kiss 

Thy happy spirit passed. 

I never trusted to have lived 

To bid farewell to thee, 
And almost said, in agony, 

It ought not so to be; 
I hoped that thou within the grave 

My weary head shouldst lay, 
And lire, beloved, when I was gone, 

For many a happy day. 

With trembling hand, I vainly tried 
Thy dying eyes to close; 
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And almost envied, in that hour, 
Thy calm and deep repose j 

For I was left in loneliness, 
With pain and grief oppressed, 

And thou wast with the sainted, 
Where the Weary are at rest. 

Yes, I am sad and weary now: 

But let ma not repine, 
Because a spirit, loved so well, 

Is earlier blessed than mine ; 
My faith may darken as it will, 

I shall not much deplore, 
Since thou art where the ills of life 

Can never reach thee mora. 

DEATH OP THE FIRST-BORN. 

WILLIS O. CLARK. 

Youno mother, he is gone ! 
His dimpled cheek no more will touch thy breast ; 

No more the music-tone 
Float from his lips, to thine all fondly pressed; 
His smile and happy laugh are lost to thee : 
Earth must his mother and his pillow be. 

His was ths morning hour, 
And he hath passed in beauty from the day, 

A bud, not yet a flower, 
Tom, m its sweetness, from the patent spray; 
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The death-wind swept him to his soft repose, 
As frost, in spring-time, blights the early rose. 

Never on earth again 
Will his rich accents charm thy listening ear, 

Like some jEolian strain, 
Breathing at eventide serene and clear; 
His voice is choked in dust, and on his eyes 
The unbroken seal of peace and silence lies. 

And from thy yearning heart. 
Whose inmost core was warm with love for him, 

A gladness must depart, 
And those kind eyes with many tears be dim ; 
While lonely memories, an unceasing train, 
Will turn the raftures of the past to pain. 

Yet, mourner, while the day 
•Rolls like the darkness of a funeral by, 

And hope forbids one ray 
To stream athwart the grief-discolored sky ; 
There breaks upon thy sorrow's evening gloom 
A trembling lustre from beyond the tomb. 

T is from the better land ! 
There, bathed in radiance that around them springe, 

Thy loved one's wings expand ; 
As with the choiring cherubim he sings, 
And all the glory of that God can see, 
Who said, on earth, to children, " Come to me." 
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Mother, thy child is blessed : 
And though his presence may be lost to thee, 

And vacant leave thy breast, 
And missed, a sweet load, from thy parent knee ; 
Though tones familiar from thine ear have passed, 
Thou 'It meet thy first-born with his Lord at last. 



DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

LYDIA H. 8IOOURNBT. 

Death found strange, beauty en that polished 
' brow, 

And dashed it out. There was a tint of rose 
On cheek and lip. He touched the veins with ice, 
And the rose faded. Forth from those blue eyes 
There spake a wishful tenderness, a doubt 
Whether to grieve or sleep, which innocence 
Alone may wear. With ruthless haste he bound 
The silken fringes of those curtaining lids 
Forever. There had been a murmuring sound 
With which the babe would claim its mother's 
ear, 

Charming her even to tears. The spoiler set 
The seal of silence. But there beamed a em4le t 
So fixed, so holy, from that cherub brow, 
Death gazed, and left it there. He dared not steal 
The signet-ring of heaven. 



••■> 
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TO AN INFANT IN HEAVEN. 

THOMAS WARD. 

Thou bright and star-like spirit ! 

That, in my visions wild, 
I see 'mid heaven's seraphic hostr— 

O I canst thou be my child ? 

My grief is quenched in wonder, 

And pride arrests my sighs ; 
A branch from this unworthy stock 

Now blossoms in the skies. 

Our hopes of thee were lofty, 
But have we cause to grieve ? 

O ! could our fondest, proudest wish 
A nobler fate conceive ? 

The little weeper, tearless, 
The sinner, snatched from sin; 

The babe, to more than manhood grown, 
Ere childhood did begin. 

And I, thy earthly teacher, 
Would blush thy powers to see ; 

Thou art to me a parent now, 
And I, a child to thee! 

Thy brain, so uninstructed 
While in this lowly state, 
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Now threads the mazy track of spheres, 
Or reads the book of fate. 

Thine eyes, so curbed in vision, 

Now range the realms of space- 
Look down upon the rolling stars, 
Look up to God's own face. 

Thy little hand, so helpless, 

That scarce its toys could hold, 
Now clasps its mate in holy prayer, 

Or twangs a harp of gold. 

Thy feeble feet, unsteady, 

That tottered as they trod, 
With angels walk the heavenly paths, 

Or stand before their God. 

Nor is thy tongue less skilful, — 

Before the throne divine 
Tis pleading for a mother's weal, 

As once she prayed for thine. 

What bliss is born of sorrow 1 

T is never sent in vain — 
The heavenly surgeon maims to save, 

He gives no useless pain. 

- Our God, to call us homeward, 
His only Son sent down : 
And now, still more to tempt our hearts, 
Has taken up our own. 
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MY CHILD. 

JOHN PIEKPONT. 

I cannot make him dead! 

His fair sunshiny head 
Is ever bounding round my study chair; 

Yet, when my eyes, now dim 

With tears, I turn to him, • 
The vision vanishes— he is not there t 

I walk my parlor floor, 

And, through the open door, 
I hear a footfall on the chamber stair; 

I 'm stepping toward the hall 

To give the boy a call, 
And then bethink me that— he is not there f 

I thread the crowded street : 

A satchel led lad I meet, 
With the same beaming eyes and colored hair} 

And, as he 'a running by, 

Follow him with my eye, 
Scarcely believing that— he is not there ! 

I know his face is hid 

Under the coffin-lid; 
Closed are his eyes; coM is his forehead ; 

My hand that marble felt ; 

O'er it in prayer I knelt ; 
Yet ray heart whispers that— he is not there I 
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I cannot make hint deadi 
* When passing by the bed, 
So long watched over with parental can, 

My spirit and my eye 

Seek it inquiringly, 
Before the thought comes that— he is not there I 

When, at the cool, grey break 

Of day, from sleep I wake, 
With my first breathing of the morning air 

My soul goes up, with joy, 

To Him who gave my boy, — 
Then comes the sad thought that— he is not there ! 

When at the day's calm close, 

Before we seek repose, 
I 'm with his mother, offering up our prayer, 

Whate'er I may be saying, 

I am, in spirit, praying 
For our boy's spirit, though— he is not there I 

Not there !— Where, then, is he % 

The form I used to see 
Was but the raiment that he used to wear. 

The grave that now doth press 

Upon that cast-off dress, 
Is but his wardrobe locked he is not them 1 

He lives !— In all the past 
He lives ; nor, to the last, 
Of seeing him again will I despair; 
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In dreams I see him now ; 
And, on his angel brow, 
I see it written, " Thou shait see me thent" 

Yes, we all live to God! 

Father, thy chastening rod 
So help us, thine afflicted ones, to bear, 

That, in the spirit-land, 

Meeting at thy right hand, 
'T will be our heaven to find that— he is then t 



A SACRED MELODY. 

WILLIAM LKOOETT. 

If yon bright stars which gem the night 

Be each a blissful dwelling sphere, 
Where kindred spirits re-unite, 

Whom death has torn asunder here ; 
How sweet it were at once to die, 

And leave this blighted orb afar- 
Mixed soul with soul, to cleave the sky, 

And soar away from star to star. 

But O ! how dark, how drear, how lone 
Would seem the brightest world of bliss, 

If, wandering through each radiant one, 
We failed to find the loved of this ! 

If there no more the ties should twine, 

Which death's cold hand alone can sever, 
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Ah! then these stars in mockery shine. 
More hateful, as they shine forever: 

It cannot be ! each hope and fear 

That lights the eye or clouds the brow, 
Proclaims there is a happier sphere 

Than this bleak world that holds us now ! 
There is a voice which sorrow hears, 

When heaviest weighs life's galling chain ; 
'Tie heaven that whispers, ** Dry thy tears : 

The pure in heart shall meet again ! " 



DIRGE FOR A YOUNG GIRL. 

JAMBS T. FIELDS. 

Underneath the sod, now lying, 

Dark and drear, 
Sleepeth one who left, in dying, 

Sorrow here. 

Yes, they 're ever bending o'er her, 

Eyes that weep ; 
Forms that to the cold grave bore her, 

Vigils keep. 

When the summer moon is shining 

Soft and fair, 
Friends she loved in tears are twining 

Chaplets there. 
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Be* in peace, thou gentle spirit, 

Throned above; 
Souls like thine with God inherit 

Life and love 1 



FOOTSTEPS OP ANGELS. 

H. W. LONGFELLOW. 

When the hours of day are numbered, 

And the voices of the night 
Wake the better soul that slumbered, 

To a holy, calm delight; 

Ere the evening lamps are lighted, 
And like phantoms grim and tall, 

Shadows from the fitful fire-light 
Dance upon the parlor wall; 

Then the forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door, 
The beloved ones— the true-hearted, 

Come to visit me once more. 

He, the young and strong, who cherished 

Noble longings for the strife, 
By the way-side fell and perished, 
Weary with the march of life 1 

With a slow and noiseless footstep, 
Comes the messenger divine, 
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I _ 

Takes the vacant chair beside me. 
Lays bar gentle band in nine. 

And, as she sits and gazes at me. 

With those deep and tender eyes, 
Like the stars so still and saint-like, 

Looking downward from the skies* 

Uttered not, yet comprehended, 

Is the spirit's voiceless prayer, 
Soft rebukes, in blessings ended, 

Breathing from her Hps af air. 

Oh, though oft depressed and lonely, 

All my fears are laid aside, 
If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died, 



~ THE DEPARTED. 

PARK SBN7AMIN. 

Tub departed 1 the departed I 

They visit us in dreams, 
And they glide above our memories 

Like shadows over streams ; 
But where the cheerful lights of home 

In constant hast re bum, 
The departed, the departed 

Can never more return ! 
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The good, the brave, the beautiful, 

How dreamless is their sleep, 
Where rolls the dirge-like music 

Of the ever-tossing deep! 
Or where the hurrying night-winds 

Pale winter's robes have spread 
Above their narrow palaces, 

In the cities of the dead ! 

I look around and feel the awe 

Of one who walks alone, 
Among the wrecks of former days, 

In mournful ruin strown ; 
I start to hear the stirring sounds 

Among the cypress trees, 
For the voice of the departed 

Is borne upon the breeze. 

That solemn voice ! it mingles with 

Each free and careless strain ; 
I scarce can think earth's minstrelsy 

Will cheer my heart again. 
The melody of summer waves, 

The thrilling notes of birds, 
Can never be so dear to me 

As their remembered words. 

I sometimes dream their pleasant smiles 

Still on me sweetly fall, 
Their tones of love I faintly hear 

My name in sadness call. 
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I know that they are happy, 
With their angel-plumage on, 

But my heart is very desolate 
To think that they are gone. 



I SEE THEE STILL 

CHARLES SPRAOUB. 

" I rocked her in the cradle, 
And laid her in the tomb. She was the yotmgttt. 
What fireside circle hath not felt the charm 
Of that tweet tie 7 The youngest ne'er grow old. 
The fond endearments of our earlier days 
We keep alive in them, and when they die, 
Our youthful Joys we bury with them." 

I see thee still : 
Remembrance, faithful to her trust, 
Calls thee in beauty from the dust ; 
Thou comest in the morning light, 
Thou'rt with me through the gloomy night; 
In dreams I meet thee as of old : 
Then thy soft arms my neck enfold, 
And thy sweet voice is in my ear : 
In every scene to memory dear 

I see thee still. 

I see thee still, 
In every hallowed token round ; 
This little ring thy finger bound, 
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This lock of hair thy forehead shaded, 
This silken chain by thee was braided; 
These flowers, all withered now, like thee, 
Sweet sister, thou didst cull for me ; 
This book was thine, here didst thou read; 
This picture, ah ! yes, here, indeed, 
I see thee stilL 

1 see thee still : 
Here was thy summer noon's retreat, 
Here was thy favorite fireside seat; 
This was thy chamber— here, each day, 
I sat and watched thy sad decay ; 
Here, on this bed, thou last didst lie, 
Here, on this pillow, thou didst die? 
Dark hour ! once more its woes unfold; 
As then I saw thee, pale and cold, 

I see thee still. 

I see thee still : 
Thou art not in the grave confined- 
Death cannot claim the immortal mind] 
Let earth close o'er its sacred trust, 
But goodness dies not in the dust ; 
Thee, O ! my sister, 'tis not thee 
Beneath the coffin's lid I see ; 
Thou to a fairer land art gone ; 
There, let me hope, my journey done, 

To see thee still! 
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A BUTTERFLY AT A CHILD'S^ GRAVE. 

LYDL4. H. S1G0URNEY. 

A butterfly backed on an infant's grave, 
j Where a lily had chanced to grow ; 
• Why art thou here with thy gaudy dye, 

Where she of the bright and the sparkling eye 
Must sleep in the churchyard low ? 

Then it lightly soared through the sunny air, 

And spoke from its shining track : 
I was a worm till I won my wings, 
And she whom thou mourn'st, like a seraph 
sings— 

Wouldst thou call the blest one back ? 
THOUGHTS 

WHILE MAKING A GRATE FOR A FIRST CHILD, 
BORN DEAD. 

Ni. P. WILLIS. 

Roou, gentle flowers! my child would pass to 
heaYen I 

Ye looked not for her yet with your soft eyesy 
O, watchful ushers at Death's narrow door I 
But lo ( while you delay to let her forth, 
Angels, beyond, stay for her ! One long kiss 
From tips all pale with agony, and tears, 
Wrung after anguish had dried up with fire* 
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The eyes that wept them, were the cap of life 
Held as a welcome to her. Weep, O, mother I 
But not that from this cup of bitterness 
A cherub of the sky has turned away. 

One look upon her face ere she depart ! 
My daughter ! it is soon to let thee go t 
My daughter! with thy birth has gushed a spring 
I knew not of; filling my heart with tears, 
And turning with strange tenderness to thee t 
A love— O, God, it seems so— which must flow 
Far as thou lleest, and 'twixt Heaven and me. 
Henceforward, be a sweet and yearning chain, 
Drawing me after thee t And so farewell ! 
'T is a harsh world in which affection knows 
No place to treasure up its loved and lost 
But the lone grave ! Thou, who so late was sleep- 
ing 

Warm in the close folds of a mother's heart, 
Scarce from her breast a single pulse receiving, 
But it was sent thee with some tender thought- 
How can I leave thee here! Alas, for man 1 
The herb in its humility may fall, 
And waste into the bright and genial air, 
While we, by hands that ministered in life 
Nothing but love to us, are thrust away, 
The earth thrown in upon our just cold bosoms, 
And the warm sunshine trodden out forever 1 
Yet have I chosen for thy grave, my child, 
A bank where I have lain in summer hours, 
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And thought how little it would seem like death 
To sleep amid such loveliness. The brook 
Tripping with laughter down the rocky steps 
That lead us to thy bed, would still trip on, 
Breaking the dread hush of the mourners gone ; 
The birds are never silent that build here, 
Trying to sing down the more vocal waters ; 
The slope is beautiful with moss and flowers; 
And, far below, seen under arching leaves, 
Glitters the warm sun on the village spire, 
Pointing the living after thee. And this 
Seems like a comfort, and, replacing now 
The flowers that have made room for thee, I go 
To whisper the same peace to her who lies 
Robbed of her child, and lonely. T is the work 
Of many a nark hour, and of many a prayer, 
bring the heart back from an infant gone ! 
pe must give o'er, and busy fancy blot 
Its images from all the silent rooms, 
And every sight and sound familiar to her 
Undo its sweetest link ; and so, at last, 
The fountain that, once loosed, must flow forever, 
Will hide and waste in silence. When the smile 
Steals to her pallid lip again, and spring 
Wakens its buds above thee, we will come, 
And, standing by thy music-haunted grave, 
Look on each other cheerfully, and say, 
A child that we have loved is gone to heaven, 
And by thin gate o/Jlowers she pasted away! 
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THE VOICE OF RAMA. 

GEO. W. DOANB. 
'* Rachel weepiag for her children,, and would act. be ' 
comforted." 

Heard ye, from Rama's ruined walls, 

That voice of bitter weeping !— 
Is it the moan of fettered slave, 

His watch of sorrow keeping ? 
Heard ye from Rama's wasted plains 

That cry of lamentation ! 
Is it the wail of Israel's sons* 

For Salem's devastation? 

Ah, no—a sorer ill than chains 

That bitter wail is waking, 
And deeper woe than Salem's fall 

That tortured heart is breaking r 
'T is Rachel, of her sons bereft, 

Who lifts that voice of weeping ; 
And childless are the eyes that them 

Their watch of grief are keeping. 

O ! who shall tell what fearful pangs 

That mother's heart are rending, 
As o'er her infant's little grave 

Her wasted form is bending; 
From many an eye that weeps to-day 

Delight may beam to-morrow ; 
But she— her precious babe is not ! 

And what remains but sorrow T 



•t 
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Bereaved one, ! I may not chide 

Thy tears ^nd fitter sobbing- 
Weep on— ?t will cool that burning brow. 

And still that bosom's throbbing : 
But be not thine such grief as theirs 

To whom no hope JLs given- 
Snatched from, the worJd, its sins and snares, 

Thy infant .rests in heaven. 

LINES ON PASSING THE GRAVE OF MY 
SISTER. 

MIC AH P. FLINT. 

On yonder shore, on yonder shore, 
Now verdant jrith the depjis pf shade, 

Beneath the whije:arjnqd sycamore, 
There is a little infant laid. 

Forgive this tear.— ^A brother weeps.r- 

'T is there the faded floweret sleeps. 

She sleeps alone, she sleeps, alone, 
And summer's forests o?er her wave ; 

And sighing winds at a,utumn japan 
Around the little stranger's grave, 

As though they murmured at the fata 

Of one so lone and desolate. 

In sounds that. seem like, sorrow's own. 

Their funeral dirges faintly creep; 
Then, deepening ^> an pr^an j^one, 

3 ~ 
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In all their solemn cadence sweep, 
And pour, unheard, along the wild, 
Their desert anthem o'er a child. 

She came, and passed. Can I forget, 
How we, whose hearts had hailed her birth, 

Ere three autumnal suns had set, 
Consigned her to her mother earth? 

Joys and their memories pass away ; 

But griefs are deeper ploughed than they. 

We laid her in her narrow cell, 

We heaped the soft mould on her breast ; 
And parting tears, like rain-drops, fell 

Upon her lonely place of rest. 
May angels guard it ; may they bless 
Her slumbers in the wilderness. 

She sleeps alone, she sleeps alone; 

For, all unheard, on yonder shore, 
The sweeping flood, with torrent moan, 

At evening lifts its solemn roar, 
As, in one broad, eternal tide, 
The rolling waters onward glide. 

There is no marble monument, 
There is no stone, with graven lie, 

To tell of love and virtue blent 
In one almost too good to die. 

We needed no such useless trace 

To point us to her resting-place. 
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Sh& sleeps alone, she sleeps alone ; • 
But, midst the tears of April showers, 

The genius of the wild hath strown 
His germs of fruits, his fairest flowers, 

And cast his robes of vernal bloom 

In guardian fondness o'er her tomb. 

She sleeps alone, she sleeps alone ; 

Yet yearly is her grave-turf dressed, 
And still the summer vines are thrown, 

In annual wreaths, across her breast, 
And still the sighing autumn grieves, 
And strews the hallowed spot with leaves. 

THE EARLY DEAD. 

WILUS O. CLARK. 

If it be sad to mark the bowed with age 
Sink in the halls of the remorseless tomb, 

Closing the changes of life's pilgrimage 
In the still darkness of its mouldering gloom : 

O f what a shadow o'er the heart is flung, 

When peals the requiem of the loved and young 1 

They to whose bosoms, like the dawn of spring 
To the unfolding bud and scented rose, 

Comes the pure freshness age can never bring, 
And fills the spirit with a rich repose, 

How shall we lay them in their final rest, 

How pile the clods upon their wasting breast 1 
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Life openeth brightly to their ardent gaae; * 
A glorious pomp site on the gorgeous sky ; 

O'er the broad world hope's smile incessant plays, 
And scenes of beauty win the enchanted eye : 

How sad to break the vision, and to fold 

Each lifeless form in earth's embracing mould I 

Yet this is life ! To mark from day to day, 
Youth, in the freshness of its morning prime, 

Pass, like the anthem of a breeze away, 
Sinking in waves of death ere chilled by time! 

Ere yet dark years on the warm cheek had Shed 

Autumnal mildew o'er the rose-like red ! 

And yet what mourner, though the pensive eye 
Be dimly thoughtful in its burning tears, 

But should with rapture gaze upon the sky, 
Through whose far depths the spirit's wing ca- 
reers % 

There gleams eternal o'er the! r ways are flung, 
Who fade from earth while yet their years are * 
young I 

ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 

WILLIAM J. PABODW. 

0okb in the flush of youth I 
Pone era thy heart had felt earth's withering care; 
Ere the stem world had soiled thy spirit's truth, 

Or sown dark sorrow there. 
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Fled like a dream away ! 
But yesterday mid life** auroral blooms 
To-day, sad winter, desolate and gray, 

Sighs round thy lonely tomb; 

Fond hearts were beating high, 
Fond eyes were watching for the loved one gone, 
And gentle voices, deeming thou wert nigh, 

Talked of thy glad return. 

They watched— not all in vain— 
Thy form once mora the wonted threshold passed ; 
Bat choking sobs, and tears like summer-rain, 

Welcomed thee home at last. 

Friend of my youth, farewell ! 
To thee* we trust, a happier life is given; 
One tie to earth for us hath loosed ita spell, 

Another formed for heaven. 



MY CHILD. 
Julia a. SCOTT. 

Thb foot of Spring is On yon blue-topped moun- 
tain, 

Leaving its green prints 'neath each spreading 
tree; 

Her voice is heard beside each swelling fountain, 
Giving sweet tones to its wild melody. 
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From the warm south she brings unnumbered roses 
To greet with smiles the eye of grief and care; 

Her balmy breath on the worn brow reposes, 
And her rich gifts are scattered everywhere : 
I heed them not, my child I 

In the low vale the snow-white daisy spcingeth, 

The golden dandelion by its side, 
The eglantine a dewy fragrance flingeth 

To the soft breeze that wanders far and wide. 
The hyacinth and polyanthus render, 

From their deep hearts, an offering of love; 
And fresh May-pinks, and half-blown lilacs, tender 

Their grateful homage to the skies above : 
I heed them not, my child ! 

In the clear brook are springing water-cresses, 
And pale, green rushes, and fair nameless flow- 
ers; 

While o'er them dip the willow's verdant tresses, 
Dimpling the surface with their mimic showers 

The honeysuckle stealthily is creeping 
Round the low porch and mossy cottage-eaves ; 

O, Spring hath fairy treasures in her keeping. 
And lovely are the landscapes that she weaves : 
'T is naught to me, my child I 

Dawn the green lane come peals of heartfelt laugh- 
ter; 

The school has sent its eldest inmates forth; 
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And now a smaller band comes dancing after, 
Filling the air with shouts of infant mirth, 

At the rude gate the anxious dame is bending 
To clasp her rosy darling to her breast ; 

Joy, pride, and hope are in her bosom blending; 
Ah, peace with her is no unusual guest I 
Not so with me, my child ! 

All the day long I listen to the singing 

Of the gay birds and winds among the trees; 
But a sad under-string is ever ringing 

A tale of death and its dread mysteries. 
Nature to me the letter is that killeth : 

The spirit of her charms has passed away ; 
A fount of bliss no more my bosom filleth — 

Slumbers its idol in unconscious clay I 

Thou art in the grave, my child I 

For thy glad voice my spirit inly pineth; 

I languish for thy blue eyes' holy light ; 
Vainly for me the glorious sunbeam shineth; 

Vainly the blessed stars come forth at night I 
I walk in darkness, with the tomb before me, 

Longing to lay my dust beside thy own ; 
O, cast the mantle of thy presence o'er me ( 

Beloved, leave me not so deeply lone I 

Come back to me, my child I 

Upon that breast of pitying love thou leanest, 
Which oft on earth did pillow such as thou ; 
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Nor tarried sway petitioner tht meanest; 

Pray to Him, sinless : Hfr Will hear thee now. 
Plead for thy weak and broken-hearted mother ; 

Pray that thy voice may whisper wolds of 
peace; 

Her ear is deaf, and can discern no other : 
Speak, and her bitter sorrowings 1 shall cease : 
Come back to me, my child 1 

Come but in dreams : let me once more behold 
thee, 

As in thy hours of buoyancy and glee, 
And one brief moment in my arms enfold thee : 

Belovedj I will not mk thy stay with me I 
Leave but the impress of thy doVe-likfc beauty^ 

Which memory strives so vainly to recall* 
Add f wiH onward in the path of diity, 

Restraining tears that ever fain would fall ! 
Come but in dreams, my child r 

ON 1 THE DEATH OF <?. CONRAiy M&OKE. 

AtftfA CORA jioWATT. 

Hushbd is the glee that through these old walls 
rung ! 

The sweet laugh stilled— and mute the lisping 
tongue ! 

Earth holds one angel less— hath, mourning, given 
One seralph more, to swell the choir of heaven ! 
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Conrad 1 thou patted Cherub! well I kneW y 
That not ft* earth thy peerless beauty grew : 
Who ever watched thy strange angelic smile, 
Nor deemed it but a meteor, sent awhile 
To light thy mother's soul— beaming too pure 
Amid a world of anguish to endure? 
Who eve* marked thine eye of heavenly blue, 
Nor thought the skies would claim their kindred 
hfief 

Who ever bent that lull fair brow to press; 
And viewed thy more than earthly loveliness, 
But, gadng, felt that Death, whose ruthless 
scythe 

Singles the fairest form, (he heart most blithe,- 
Would never pass that beauteous blossom by, 
But send the budding flower to bloom' en high * 

And thou art gone— and she whose young brow 
wore 

A touch of care, it never knew before 
Thy head upon he* hsarf was pillowed— she 
Who seemed to give her joyousness to thee, 
Can never more that mirth, reflected, view 
Within thins eyes— and he, thy father, too, 
Prom whose full breast the weight would pass 
away, 

When thou, sweet burden ! on that bosom lay, 
Mourns o'er the joys, that, dawning with thy 
smile, 

Have with it fled— can none his grief beguile f 
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Oh ! come, Consoler, Faith ! thy balsam bring 1 
Oh! come, with Resignation on thy wing, 
Shed thou new radiance round their darkened 
hearth, 

Give to her smileless lip its wonted mirth, 
Relume her dark eyes' faded lustre— throw 
Religion's light around her shadowed brow. 
The promise of their sure reunion speak, 
And dry the tear that channels her smooth cheek 1 
But in their hearts— unlinked with thoughts that 
grieve— 

The fadeless memory of the lost one leave, 
A holy vision Love may ponder on, 
When all the bitterness of woe is gone ; 
And say, the angel to their fond arms given, 
Was only from those dear embraces riven, 
To turn their thoughts forever more to heaven I 



THE EARLY CALLED. 

HKNRY T. TUCXERMAN. 

SaffMUd by the death of Willete, the young and inter* k 
eating eon of Mr. John Keeee, who perished by drowning, 
April 21, 1848. 

Where are thy many fearful spells, O death ! 
In the sweet presence of thy guileless prey, 
I grow enamored of thee, and my breath 
Deepens with awe, before this lovely clay. 
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Hope's purest dews from out thy icy urn, 
Fall on my heart, like an eternal balm, 
With strange content to thee I fondly turn, 
And bless thy holy and mysterious calm. 

For here thy touch has chilled the fair and pure, 
Hallowed what earth can never more debase, 
Caused childhood's smile forever to endure, 
And alamped on innocence immortal grace. 

In every curve of that cold, placid brow, 
I read high gifts, half latent, yet defined; 
And trace in lineaments, all marble now, 
Pledges of manhood's nobleness and mind. 

Think ye that God would lift the summer stream, 
To feed the clouds with earth-refreshing showers, 
Yet never those high promises redeem— 
Yielding-to barren death angelic powers ? 

Think ye the love that wings the meanest seed 
Will suffer thought to perish in its dawn ? 
And bid the germs of loftiest hope and deed, 
Like insects die the moment they are born % 

No ! let the spring's first violets exhale 
Their richest odors round his dreamless sleep; 
Let leaves of freshest green and roses pale 
With promise greet the eyes that o'er him weep. 

For the young spirit that has passed away, 
Like them brought sudden pleasure to the heart, 



Digitized by G00gle 



44 



THE MOVBNEB'S CHAP LIT. 



~1 



And with unconscious beaatjr, day by day, 
Woke gladsome dreams too sacred to depart. 

Weep that his infant charms shall lure no more, 
That we can ne'er again his form caress, 
Weep that hie winsome playfulness is o'er, 
And all his budding graces ceased to bless. 

Ay, weep !— but not for him,— too quickly came 
The blush upon his cheek, too oil subdued 
By look of praise or kindly word of blame, — 
The tears of wounded love his eyes bedewed. 

O not for such the world !— I smile to think 
Hit soul the heartless never can molest, 
Ungenial bonds shall ne'er his spirit link, 
Nor baffled tenderness afflict his breast. 

Spring was unfolding like his own fresh lift, 
When, from the bosom of parental love, * 
And boyhood's merry sports, an instant's strife 
Bore him all stainless to a home above. 

And thou, fond mother,— was thy care a shield, 
Through Hfe to guard the gentle and the true ? 
Unto a holier realm wilt thou not yield 
The child who thither soon shall welcome you ? 

Time's waste, griefs pang, the tempter's subtle Wile 
Far from his nature have -forever passed— 
Look on the tranquil brow, the angel smile, 
And then rejoice that peace is his at last I 
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THE LAND OF THE BLEST. 

W. O. B. PBABODY. 

O, when the hoars of Hie are past, 
And death's dark shade arrives at last, 
It Js not sleep, it is not rest ; 
'Tis glory opening to the blest. 

Their way to heaven was pure from sin, 
And Christ shall there receive them, ju,; 
There, each shall wear a robe of \^\, 
Like bis, divinely feir and bright. 
There, parted hearts again shall meet, 
In union holy, calm an:' *weetl 
There, grief find rest ; and never more 
Shall sorrow call them to deplore. 

There, angels wiU unite their prayers 
With spirits bright and blest as theirs; 
And light shall glance on every crown, 
From suns that never more go down. 

No storms shall ride the troubled air i 
No voice of passion enter there ; 
But all be peaceful as the sigh 
Of evening gales, that breathe, and die. 
For there the God of mercy sheds 
His purest influence on their heads, 
And gilds the spirits round the throne 
With glory radiant as his own. 
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"I THOUGHT IT SLEPT." 

HENRY PICKERING. 

I saw the infant cherub—soft it lay, 
As it was wont, within its cradle, now 
Decked with sweet smelling flowers. A sight so 
strange 

Filled my young breast with wonder, and I gazed 
Upon the babe the more. I thought it slept— ^ 
And yet its little bosom did not move ! 
I bent me down to look into its eyes, 
But they were closed; then softly clasped its 
hand: 

But mine it would not clasp. What should I do ? 
« Wake, brother, wake ! " I then, impatient, cried ; 
" Open thine eyes, and look on me again ! " 
He would not hear my voice. All pale beside 
My weeping mother sat, " and gazed and looked 
Unutterable things." " Will he not wake 1 " 
1 eager asked. She answered but with tears. 
Her eyes on me, at length, with piteous look, 
Were cast— now on the babe once more were 
fixed— 

And now on me : then, with convulsive sigh 

And throbbing heart, she clasped me in her arms, 

And, in a tone of anguish, faintly said— 

" My dearest boy, thy brother does not sleep ; 

Alas t he 's dead ! he never will awake." 

He's dead ! 1 knew not what it meant, but more 
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To know I sought not. For the words so sad— 
" He never will awake"— sunk in my soul : 
I felt a pang unknown before ; and tears, 
That angels might have shed, my heart dissolved. 

THE GRAVE. 

" I have a hundred time* wished that one could resign 
life, aa an officer resigns a commission."— Burn** LttUrt. 

JAMES O. BROOKS. ' 

The grave ! the grave ! oh, happy they 
Whom death hath seized in early spring, 

Who sleep within the house of clay, 
* Gathered when life is blossoming. 

The grave, the grave f ah, sorrow there 
May aim her many shafts in vain, 

And the dark spectre of despair 
Stalks powerless in that domain. 

They sleep ! the selfish and the vile 

Can never more their feelings wring; 
Unkind deceit, and heartless guile, 

And envy never more can sting \ 
And love, which only lives to mourn, 

Can never blight their hearts again, 
For on the cold and senseless urn 

His wasting mildews fall in vain. 
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Then weep not, weep not fcr the da/id, 

The cold clay doth not heed the Veer; 
But weep for those who how the head 

Injife, when hope hold* nothing dear,: 
Weep for the living who conceal 

The moody madness of the breast; 
Mourn not the dead, they cannot feel 1 

Mourn not tne dead, they are at rest 1 



TO THE MEMORY OF A BROTHER. 

Bshuui the glorious moral and where art thou, 
To, feel its first rich breath on thy sweet brow, 

Child of our hope and love t 
And stand, with Che spring flowers about thee . 
waking, 

And catch the early music that is breaking 
From valley and fresh grove ? 

Were these to thee a weariness— the birds, 
And the bright waters, and the earnest words 

Of strong affection shed— 
A mother's love, whose holy influence fell, 
In its deep truth and its unchanging spell, 

Like light, upon thy head 7 

" Young brother ! " had the sound no joy for thee, 
That in the dust this hour thy form should be, 
And mute thy blessed voice % 
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O, there be yearnings for thee, gentlest one, 
Gone with thy grace and thy sweet laughter's 
tone. 

Meet were thy footsteps for the world of flowers, 

And thy lost beauty for the coming hours 

Of the crowned summer's reign; 

And thou within the silent grave art laid, 

And melody of bird and breeze is made 

Henceforth to thee in vain. 

• 

And there are dancing o'er the joyous earth 
Light-hearted children in their fearless mirth ; $ 

And they remember not 
The clasping of thy gentle hand, thou child, 
The spirit beautiful and undefiled, 

Now parted from their lot. 

But I will speak of thee at eventide, 

When, in their watchfulness, the pure stars glide 

Above thy narrow bed, 
And when, alas ! shall come the morning's gleam, 
Bringing all beauty unto leaf and stream, 

Yet reaching not the dead. 

I will remember, and the dream shall be 
Forever more a welcome thing to me, 

Child of my bosom's love ; 
And 1 will deem thou 'rt standing even now, 
With the hair parted on thy sinless brow. 

In a bright world above. 



4 
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MOTHER, WHAT IS DEATH I 

CAROLINE GILMAN. 

" Mothhr, how still the baby lies 1 
I cannot hear his breath ; 
I cannot see his laughing eyes — 
They tell me this is death. 

My little work I thought to bring, 

And sat down by his bed, 
And pleasantly I tried to sing— 

They hushed me— he is dead. 

They say that he again will rise, 

More beautiful than now; 
That God will bless him in the skies— 

O, mother, tell me how ! " 

" Daughter, do you remember, dear, 
The cold, dark thing you brought, 

And laid upon the casement here, — 
A withered worm, you thought % 

I told you that Almighty power 
Could break that withered shell, 

And show you, in a future hour, 
Something would please you well. 

Look at the chrysalis, my lore,— 
An empty shell it lies ;— 
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Now raise your wondering glance above, 
Ta Whew yon insect dies ! >* 

"O, yes, mammal how very gay 

Its wings of starry gold ! 
And see ! it lightly flies away 

Beyond my gentle bold. 

O, mother, now I know full well, 
If God that worm can change, 

And draw it from this broken cell, 
On golden wings to range, — 

How beautiful Witt brother be, 
When God shaH give him wings, 

Above this dying world to flee, 
And live with heavenly things I " 



IS IT WELL WITH THE CHILD I 

W. B. TAPPAN. 

Tis Well with her, who on that bed 
Of sickness, late, was laid So low ; 

Tis well— though anguish bowed her head, 
And conflicts rent her bosom so. 

T was well with her in health's glad hour, 
Well, when the wasting arrow came ; 

Oh, she could trust his wing of power, 
For she had learned a Saviour's name. 
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'Tis well with her, though we have laid 
la kindred dust that beauteous form ; 

She lives, a bright celestial maid, 
Far, far above life's raging storm. 

'T is well with her— the lovely one, 
Though like a broken flower she lies ; 

Her mortal puts immortal on, 
Her graces flourish in the skies. 

»Tis weU with her— O God, »t is well 
Ever with those whom thou dost love. 

Whether in fleshly tents they dwell, 
Or tread thy starry courts above. 



I HEAR THY VOICE, O SPRING. 

WILLIAM J. PABODIB. 

I hbar thy voice, O Spring, 
Its flute-like tones are floating through the air, 
Winning my soul, with their wild ravishing, 

From earth's heart-wearying care. 

Divinely sweet thy song— 
But yet, methinks, as near the groves I pass, 
Low sighs on viewless wings are borne along, 

Tears gem the springing grass. 
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For where are they, the young, 
The loved, the beautiful, who, when thy voice, 
A year agone, along these valleys rung, 

Did hear thee and rejoice ? 

Thou aeek'st for them in vain- 
No more they '11 greet thee in thy joyous round; 
Calmly they sleep beneath the murmuring main, 

Or moulder in the ground. 

Yet peace, my heart—be still 1 
Look upward to yon azure sky, and know 
To heavenlier music now their bosoms thrill, 

Where balmier breezes blow. 

For them hath bloomed a spring, 
Whose flowers perennial deck a holier sod, 
Whose music is the song that seraphs sing, 

Whose light, the smile of Goo I 



THE MOTHER TO HER CHILD. 

J. H. WARLAND. 

Gohb — gone— so early gone : 

Snatched from my bosom, in thy infant bloom, 
Like the opening rose that is cut down 

Ere yet its first perfume 
Scenteth the summer air— like blush of even 

Fading away and melting into Heaven. 
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Those rosy lips of thine ! 

I see them part, as on thy mother's breast 
Thou breath'st so sweet— thy warm cheek press- 

• ingmine, 
While sinking calm to rest,— 
Thine infant prayer—" Father, who art in Heaven ! 
Thy kingdom come— oh, be my sins forgiven P» 

Thy sins, my child !— No stain 

Hath ever spoiled so pure a spirit's shrine ; 
No sin upon thy spotless heart hath lain 

That needs forglyeness— thine 
Hath been an hour of innocence,-*nd guile 

A stranger to that cherub brow and smile. 

Thou art but summoned home i 

And angels call thee now, to bear thee back ; 
" Thy gentle spirit we receive ; sweet child, come, 

See ! on our homeward track 
Celestial ones are singing. See ! near thy throne 

The sajnted spirits welcome thee,, loved one." 

Hark ! Thy last breath and sighs 

Upon thy mother's bosom ! Thou dost but (sleep 
And shall awake again in Paradise. 

Then who, oh ! who would weep ? 
Sleep on, my sweet one ! Sleep I So early gone ; 

To earth a child is lost— to Heaven a cherub 
born! 
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TO A DYING CHILD. 

Swbbt chi)d ; th&t wasted form, 

That pale an<J mournful brow, 
O'er which thy long, dark tresses 

In shadowy beauty flow- 
That eye, whence soul is darting 

With such strange brilliancy, 
Tell us thou art departing— 

This world is not for thee. 

No f not for thee is woven 

That wreath of joy and woe, 
That crown of thorns and flowers, 

Which all must wear below ! 
We bend in anguish o'er thee, 

Yet feel that thou art blessed, 
Loved one, so early summoned 

To enter into rest. 

Soon shall thy bright young spirit 

From earth's cold chains be free ; 
Soon shalt thou meet that Saviour, 

Who gave himself for thee. 
Soon shalt thou be rejoicing, 

Unsullied as thou art, 
In the blessed vision promised 

Unto the pure in heart. 
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Yes, thou art going home, 

Our Father's face to see, 
In perfect bliss and glory ; 

But we, O, where are we 7 
While that celestial country 

Thick clouds and darkness hide, 
In a strange land of exile, 

Still, still must we abide. 

O Father of our spirits, 

We can but look to thee ; 
Though chastened, not forsaken, 

Shall we thy children be. 
We take the cup of sorrow, 

As did thy blessed Son— 
Teach us to say, with Jesus, 

" Thy will, not ours, be done 1" 



REQUIEM. 

W. H. BURLKIOH. 

Thb strife is o'er— Death's seal is set 
On ashy lip and marble brow; 

Tis o'er, though faintly lingers yet 
Upon the cheek a life-like glow : 

The feeble pulse hath throbbed its last, 
The aching head is laid at rest- 
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Another from our ranks hath passed, 
The dearest and the loveliest 1 

Press down the eyelids— for the light, 

Erewhile so radiant underneath, 
Is gone forever from our sight, 

And darkened by the spoiler, Death: 
Press down the eyelids— who can bear 

To look beneath their fringed fold J 
And softly part the silken hair 

Upon the brow so deathly cold 

The strife is o'er ! The loved of years, 

To whom our yearning hearts had grown, 
Hath left us, with life's gathering fears 

To struggle darkly and alone ; 
Gone, with the wealth of love which dwelt, 

Heart-kept, with holy thoughts and high- 
Gone, as the clouds of evening melt 

Beyond the dark and solemn sky. 

Tet mourn her not— the voice of woe 

Befits not this, her triumph-hour; 
Let Sorrow's tears no longer flow, . 

For life eternal is her dower 1 
Freed from the earth's corrupt control, 

The trials of a world like this, 
Joy ! for her disembodied soul 

Drinks at the fount of perfect bliss ! 
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SONNET. 

JAMBS KU88BLL L0W2LL. 

To the dork, narrow house when loved ones go, 
Whence no steps outward turn, whose silent door 
None but the sexton knocks at any morej 
Are they not sometimes with us yet below I 
The longings of the soul would tell us so ; 
Although, so pure and fine their being's essence, 
Our bodily eyes are witless of their presence ; 
Yet not within the tomb their spirits glow, 
Like wizard lamps pent up, but whensoever 
With great thoughts worthy of their high behests 
Our souls are filled, those bright ones with us be, 
As, in the patriarch's tent, his angel guests 
O, let us live so worthily, that never 
We may be far from that blest company J 



THE DEAD. • 

Shb lieth on her flo wer-strown bed, as if a slum- 
ber deep 

Its balm Upon her senses shed, but ah lit is not 
sleep! 

Her heart knows now no feverish throb— she hear* 

eth not the sound 
Of the mournful sighs and heavy sobs of weeping 

friends around. 
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A gentle smile is resting stfll, upon her fey tures 
peAe— " 

The «Mtrk curls on her forehead chill, pert Uk* .» 
sable veil i 

Her eyes are closed— her cheek the same, save 

thai it hath no tear- 
Yet this is death !— the thing we name with shud- 
dering and fear I 

Oh! well she knew that, though her Jot had been 

supremely blest, 
Though the world seemed a happy spot,, yet M ibis 

was not her restl" 
The richer feeling* of her heart to earth *he had 

not given, 

For tor's had been thai "be^ar part," to trust 
alone in heaven 1 



LINES TO A YOUNG MOTHER. 

CHARLES SPBAOUB. 

Youno mother ! what can feeble friendship say, 
To soothe the anguish *>f this mournful day} 
They, they alone, whose hearts like thine hare 
bled, 

Know how the living sorrow for the dead > 

Each tutored voice, that seeks such grief W> Sheer, 

Strikes cold upon the weeping patent'* ear j 
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I 're felt it all— alas! too well I know 
How vain all earthly power to hush thy woe I 
God cheer thee, childless mother ! 'tis not given, 
For man to ward the blow that fells from heaven, 

I 've felt it all— as thou art feeling now : 
Like thee, with stricken heart and aching brow, 
I 'ye sat and watched by dying beauty's bed, 
And burning tears of hopeless anguish shed; 
I 've gazed upon the sweet, but pallid face, 
And vainly tried some comfort there to trace ; 
I 've listened to the short and struggling breath ; 
I 've seen the cherub eye grow dim in death ; 
Like thee, I've veiled my head in speechless 
gloom, 

And laid my first-born in the silent tomb. 

A PSALM OF DEATH. 
THE REAPER AND THE FLOWERS. 
HRNRT W. LONOPKLLOW. 

" Dear, beauteous Death t the Jewel of the Jo* 

Shining no where but in the dark, 
What mysteries do lie beyond thy duet, 

Could we outlook that mark 1 " 

Thru is a Reaper whose name is Death, 

And with his sickle keen, 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 

And the flowers that grow between. 
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" Shall I have nought that is fair," saith he : 
" Have nought but the bearded grain 1 

Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me, 
I will give them all back again." 

He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes, 

He kissed their drooping leaves; 
It was for the Lord of Paradise 

He bound them in his sheaves. 

" My Lord hath need of the flowerets gay," 

The Reaper said, and smiled: 
" Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

Where he was once a child. 4 ' 

" They shall all bloom in fields of light, 

Transplanted by my care, 
And saints upon their garments white 

These sacred blossoms wear." 

And the mother gave, in tears and pain, 

The flowers she most did love ; 
But she knew she should find them all again, 

In the fields of light above. 

O, not in cruelty, not in wrath, 

The Reaper came that day : 
T was an angel visited the green earth, 

And took the flowers away. 
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THE DISEMBODIED SPIRIT. 

W*. O. B. PRABODY. 

Oh! sacred star of evening, tell 

In what unseen, celestial sphere 
Those spirits of the perfect dwell, 

Too pure to rest in sadness here. 
Roam they the crystal fields of light, 

O'er paths by holy angels trod ; 
Their robes with heavenly lustre bright, 

Their home the paradise of God f 
Soul of the just f and canst thou soar 

Amid those radiant spheres sublime, 
Where countless hosts of heaven adore, 

Beyond the bounds of space or time ? 
And canst thou join the sacred choir, 

Through heaven's high dome the song to raise, 
When seraphs strike the golden lyre, 

In ever-dufing notes of praise 7 
Oh, who would heed the Chilling blast, 

That flows o'er time's eventful sea, 
If bid to hail, its perils past, 

The bright wave of eternity ? 
And who the sorrows would not bear 

Of such a transient world as this, 
When hope displays, beyond its care, 

So bright an entrance into bliss. 
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LINES. 

LUCY HOOPER. 

Written after being shown the inicription on the pro* 
of a child in the Brooklyn church-yard, bearing oritf the 
date, the age, and these simple words, " It U mil." 

'T was a low grave they led me to, o'ergrown 
With violets of the spring, and starry moss, 
And all the sweet wild flow'reta that disclose 
Their hues and fragrance round the dreamless 
couch, 

As if to tell how quietly the head, 
That here had throbbed so feverishly, doth rest. 
'T was a low grave, and the soft zephyrs played 
Gently around it ; and the setting sun 
Gleamed brightly on the marble at its head, 
Bearing the date, the name, the few brief years, 
Of one whose blessed lot it was to pass 
To the fair Land of Promise, ere the chill 
And blight of this dark world had power to cast 
A shade on life's pure blossom ; while the dew 
Of morning was upon its leaves, and all 
The outward world was beauty ; ere the eye 
Had ever wept in secret, or the heart 
Grown heavy with a sorrow unconfessed. 
Was it a bitter lot ? That stainless stone 
Answered the query : but one line it bore- 
One brief inscription, thrilling the deep heart 
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Of those who, leaning o'er that narrow mound, 
Mused oyer life's vain sorrow : 

" It is well." 
Ay, the deep words had meaning ; but what grief 
Had taught the lone survivors thus to count 
The sum of all, and, struggling with their tears, 
Write only—" It is weUV* Oh ! well for her 
To rest on that green earth— to lay the head 
Unwearied on its bosom, and to seek 
A refuge from the coldness of the world, 
Ere yet its shaft had pierced her. 

" It is well." 
And, oh I for us who, musing o'er that grave, 
Sigh for the rest a stranger's breast hath found, 
Were it not well, in the heart's hour of grief, 
When Earth is dim, and all her shining stream* 
Discourse no more in music to our ears — 
When shadows rest upon her brightest flowers, 
And the continual sorrow of the soul 
Doth darken sun and moon,— to dream at last 
Of a still rest beneath the lowly stone— 
A calm, unbroken slumber, where the eye 
Shall weep no more in sadness, and the pulse 
Forget its quick, wild throbbings ? 

O'er that grave 
Such were my musings, till a deeper truth 
Broke cm my mind, as the blue violet shed 
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Its sweetness round me, and the evening winds 
Brought fragrance from afar ; and then I prayed, 
In lowliness of heart, that I might bear 
In faith " the heat and burden of the day," 
And never, till His purpose was fulfilled, 
And every errand He had set performed 
In trusting patience, sigh for dreamless rest, 
Nor till th' impartial pen of Truth could writ* 
Above that quiet refuge—" It is well." 

THRENODIA ON AN INFANT. 

44 Young' mother .' he is gone I 
His dimpled cheek no more will touch thy breast f. 

No more the music tone 
Float from his lips, to thine all fondly pressed ; 
His smile end happy laugh are lost to thee, 
Earth must his mother and bis pillow be I " 

Gone, gone from us !— and shall we sea 
Those sibyl-leaves of destiny, 

Those calm eyes, nevermore % 
Those deep, dark eyes, so warm and bright, 

Wherein the fortune of the man 
Lay slumbering in prophetic light, 

In characters a child might scan % 
So bright, and gone forth utterly! 

O, stern word, nevermore ! 

The stars of those two gentle eyes 
Will shine no more on earth ; 
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Quenched are the hopes that had their birth, 
As We watched them slowly rise, 

Stars of a mother's fate ; 
And she would read them o'er and o'er. 
Pondering, as she sate, 

Over their dear astrology, 
Which she had conned and conned before ; 

In her sweet simplicity, 
Deeming she needs must read aright 
What was writ so passing bright ; 
And yet, alas t she knew not why, 

Her voice would falter in its song, 
And tears would glide from out her eye, 

Silent, as they were doing wrong. 
Her heart was as a wind-flower bent, 

Even to breaking, with the balmy dew, 
Turning its heavenly nourishment, 

(That filled with joyous tears its eyes of blue, 
Like a sweet suppliant that weeps in prayer, 
Making her innocency show more fair, 

Albeit unwitting of the ornament,) 
Into a load too great for it to bear : 

Oh, stern word, nevermore ! 

The tongue that scarce had learned to claim 

An entrance to a mother's heart, 
By that sweet talisman, a mother's name, 

Sleeps all forgetful of its art ! 
I loved to see the tnfont soul, 
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(How mighty in the weakness 

Of its untutored meekness t) 
Peep timidly from out it* nest ; 

His lips, vbe while, 
Fluttering with half-fledged words, 

Then hushing to a smile, 
That more than words expressed, 

When his glad mother on him stole, 
And snatched him to her breast I 
Oh, thoughts were brooding in those eyes, 
That would have soared like strong-winged birds, 

Far, far into the skies, 
Gladdening the earth with song, 

And gushing harmonies, 
Had he but tarried with us long : 

Oh stern word, nevermore 1 

How peacefully they rest, 

Cross-folded there 
Upon his little breast, 
Those tiny hands, that ne'er were still before, 
But ever sported with his mother's hair, 
Or the plain cross that on her breast she woie ! 
Her heart no more will beat 

To feel the touch of that soil palm, 
That ever seemed a new surprise, 
Sending glad thoughts up to her eyes, 
To bless him with their holy calm; 
Sweet thoughts, that left her eyes as sweet. 
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How quiet are the hands 

That wove those pleasant bands ! 
But that they do not rise and sink, 
With his calm breathing, I should think 

That he were dropped asleep ; 

Alas ! too deep, too deep 
Is this his slumber ! 
Time scarce can number 
The years ere he will wake again; 
Oh may we see his eye-lids open then! 

Oh stern word, nevermore I 

As the airy gossamere, 

Floating in the sunlight clear, 
Where'er it touches, clingeth tightly, 
Bound glossy leaf, or stump unsightly, 
So from his spirit wandered out 
Tendrils, spreading all about ; 
Knitting all things in its thrall, 
With a perfect love of all : 

Oh stern word, nevermore ! 

He did but float a little way 
Adown the stream of time, 
With dreamy eyes, watching the ripples' play, 
And listening their fairy chime; 
His slender sail 
Ne'er felt the gale; 
He did but float a little way, 
And putting to the shore, 
While yet 't was early day, 
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Went calmly on his way, 

To dwell with ua no more ! 
No jarring did he feel, 
No grating on his vessel's keel ; 
A strip of silver sand 
Mingled the waters with the land, 

Where he was seen no more : 

Oh stern word, nevermore i 

Full short his journey was ; no dust 

Of earth unto his sandals clave; 
The weary weight that old men must, 

He bore not to the grave : 
He seemed a cherub who had lost his way, 
And wandered hither ; so his stay 

With us was short, and 't was most meet 
That he should be no delver in earth's clod, 

Nor need to pause and cleanse his feet, 
To stand before his God : 

Oh stern word, nevermore I 

STANZAS. 

LUCT HOOPER. 

Mother, 't is evening now, 
But where may all the bright and loved ones be 
That once came round thee at this holy hour, 
Each with a half-blown bud or opening flower, 

An offering for thee 7 
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Oh ! where is that bright band, 
Who should be gathering round thee, as of yore, 
To lisp their evening prayer with voices low, 
Or breathe, with solemn air, the Christian's tow) 

Shall these be seen no more 1 

No more ? no more ? fond mother I 
So soon hath sorrow to thy dwelling come, 
And robbed thy life of its renewing bloom, 
And called thy loved ones to the silent tomb 

Away from their sweet home % 

Yes ! they are vanished all, — 
The green turf closes o'er their light forms now,— 
And each one like the flower he used to bring 
Lies faded there,— to Death an offering, 

Whose seal is on each brow. 

Yes ! thou wilt ne'er again 
As once behold their light forms flitting round, 
Nor list their welcome tread, nor pause to hear 
The sweet, glad tones, whose music won thine 
ear- 
Forever hushed the sound ! 

Yet can His hand, sweet mother, 
Who deals thee grief in this thine early day, 
Uphold thee, that his light become not dim 
Within thine heart, if thou wilt turn to Him, 

And at this holy even kneel and pray. 
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Thou shalt arise with joy, 
And think how glorious are thine happy band, 
Changed to bright seraphs, bending low before 
The golden throne, nor fervently wish more 

To call the blest ones from the spirit-land. 

And then at this hushed time, 
Thou wilt not turn in darkness to that sod, 
But gathering all thy crushed hopes, as the dead 
Brought thee bright dowers, wilt see that all are 
laid 

A tribute on the altar of thy God I 



EUTHANASIA. 

Oh Death! how couldst thou seek our pleasant 
bower, 

And take from thence our fairest, sweetest flower ? 
Before his little feet had trod 
Upon the dusty path of life, 
His soul has fled away to God, 
Far, far from mortal care and strife : 
He has laid him down by the crystal river, 
To bathe in its waters of life forever. 

We weep, but not, sweet child, for thee, 

Our tears in silent sadness flow; 
Tis only for ourselves that we 

One bitter thought of grief can know. 
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We weep that we no more can press 

That little hand, to us so dear, 
No more can feel thy soft caress, 

Thy bird-like voice no longer hear. 

We weep— for He who came to save 

Our souls from endless floods of weeping, 
Shed tears of sorrow at the grave 

Where he He loved in death was sleeping. 
We weep— but hark ! methinks I hear 

Celestial music round me float, 
And while I lend my listening ear, 

I seem to catch a seraph's note. 

Oh, mother f if you could but hear 

The golden harps around me ringing, 
You would not shed a single tear, 

But join the songs which we are singing. 
And could you see the shining train, 

That met me at these pearly gates, 
And led me o'er the golden plain, 

To where my God, my Saviour, waits, 
>T would make you long from earth to flee, 
And seek this radiant home with me. 

Sweet mother, father, brothers dear, 
All— all, whom I so fondly love, 

With patience will I wait you here, 
Until we meet again, above. 

About your steps, with watchful eye, 

Will I, your guardiao-angel, fly— 
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And when you've shed the latest tear, 
When all your griefs and cares are o'er, 

How joyful will I wait you here, 
Where sighs and pains are known no more, 

Where ties so sweet are never broken, 

And parting words no longer spoken. 

THE DYING GIRL. 

" To lire in hearts we leave behind. 
It not to die." 

Do mot forget me !— I would not my name 
As a strange language to your ears became, 
But seldom uttered, only heard with sighs, 
As harp-string to the moaning wind replies— 
Not so, not so 1 

Speak of me, when the summer day is bright 
With glorious sunbeams, and the golden light 
Streams through the lattice of my own green 
bower; 

Let me be there, in that rejoicing hour, 

At least in name. 

Speak of me, when the twilight's purple haze 
Shuts each fair prospect from your ardent gase, 
And turning to the quiet joys of home, 
Sweet memories of departed dear ones come, 
To stir the heart. 
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Speak of me, when in heaven's blue arch afar 
Shines forth in glory each effulgent star; 
Say how I loved their lustre, that my name 
May ever dwell amid their hosts of flame, 

To meet your eyes I 

Speak of me, when my own sweet garden rose, 
On slender stem, in moss-clad beauty blows; 
I would be linked with all the flowers that bloom, 
Till ye might half forget the silent tomb, 

Where I shall lie. 

Speak of me, when, around the winter's hearth, 
Young hearts are cheerful with the season's mirth, 
And strike the soft guitar I loved so well, 
And let its chords, in some old ballad, tell 
A tale of met 

Speak of me, not in sorrow, for ye know 
To what calm skies and gentle streams I go; 
To flowers that fade not, through eternal spring, 
All robed in light, to wear an angel's wing, 

An angel's crown. 

Speak of me then with gladness, not with tears, 
For when have flitted by a few short years, 
Ye, too, will pass from earthly care and pain, 
And we shall meet in paradise again, 

No more to part! 
J 
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THE LOST CHILD. 

O. B. DAPOMTB. 

Thou, who art hid forever from these eyes— 
Thou, who hast lain so long in that dark sleep, 
Unconscious that thy mother yet doth weep 

Beside thy early tomb with heavy sighs,— 

Mine own fair child, thy voice no more replies 
To the accustomed call of her whose tone 
Dies on the chilly wind, unheard, unknown. 

If thy young spirit, bending from the skies, 

Can view the wretched in the hour of prayer, 
IxK>k on me now, and though it may not be 

That I shall trace thy heavenly form in air, 
Shadow immortal, that I cannot see, 

O wander round, and I shall deem I hear 
Thy low voice whisper, Weep no more for me. 



THE CHERUB'S MISSION. 

JANB L. SWIFT. 
Suggested by the death of Willete, the interesting ton of 
John Ketat, who perithed by drowning , on the Slat of April, 
IMS. 

I lbavb the land of spirits pure, 

And come to earth again, 
With healing on my viewless wings, 

With balm for every pain. 



Digitized by G00gle 



76 THE mourner's chaplet. 



I seek the home, where late they smiled 

So tenderly on me ; 
And find them weeping o'er the clay, 

Where I have ceased to be. 

They call me by the tender names 

Familiar to my ear; 
Then turn with sickening hearts away, 

Unthinking I am near. 
From heaven's cloudless realms I've come, 

A mission to fulfil- 
To shed the peace, that God can give, 

O'er those who mourn me stilL 

Oh ! could ye see the infant throng 

That round his altar stands, 
With golden harps to tune his praise, 

And palms within their hands- 
Could ye but see our white array, 

So free from spot or stain ; 
Ye would not call your loved one back, 

To weep on earth again. 

Could ye but know whose arms enfold 

Your little darling now— 
Could ye but see the crown of light 

That sparkles on his brow- 
Could ye but feel the rapture pure 

That wakes his angel-strain ; 
Ye would not surely call him back, 

To sigh on earth again. 



Digitized by G00gle 



-J 

the mourner's chaplet. 77 



Could ye recline within the shade 

Of our sweet Eden bowers, 
And see my infant playmates wreath 

Their little brows with flowers- 
Could you but know how free we are 

From sickness, sin, or pain; 
Te would not, could not call me back, 

To sin and death again. 

Joy ! joy ! the precious tear drops flow I 
I 've touched their welling springs ; 

And God has sent the holy balm 
Of healing an my wings. 

Peace I for the spirits reconciled 
To his unerring will; 

Peace ! to the hearts that bend, not break- 
That weep, yet trust Him still. 

Ah ! 'mid the flight of weary years, 

I oft to earth will come, 
To shed the rays of heavenly hope 

Around my former home. 
I '11 watch my parents' couch beside— 

I'll be with them in prayer- 
Then, bear their wishes up to heaven, 

And plead those wishes there. 

And when the cord of life is rent, 

That separates us now ; 
When Death his signet-seal hath set 

Upon each parent brow; 
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My harp shall be the first to hymn 

Their welcome to the skies; 
My form shall be the first to meet 

Their rapture-beaming byes. 

Farewell, farewell, my mission's done — 

I have not come in vain ; 
Ye would not, if ye could, recall 

My soul to earth again. 
Lire on, for those who yet remain 

To need your loving care ; 
Live on— your hearts will not be dark, 

For God's own light is there. 



▲ REQUIEM. 

6. B. SINGLETON. 

Was* ; the spirit fled, * 

All too early blighted: 
Weep; the tears we shed, 

To its worth are pHghted. 
Saving not, we mourn, 

Though such idle token, 
Scarce may tell the deep forlorn, 

Of the young heart-broken. 

Weep ; the noble form, 

Late that stood a tower, 
Prostrate by the storm 

In a single hour. 
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Weep, that such a heart, 

Pure, and proud, and holy, 
Stricken thus, must still depart, 

Like the mean and lowly. 

Weep, and let the flood, 

From your sad eyes flowing, 
Keep the faded bud 

In your memories glowing. 
Still in homage dear, 

Let the gentle shower, 
Nourish still the silent bier 

Of that blighted flower. 

THE DYING BOY. 

J. H. BRIGHT. 

It must be sweet in childhood to give back 
The spirit to its Maker, ere the heart 
Has grown familiar with the paths of sin, 
And sown-^o garner up its bitter fruit* 

I knew a boy whose infant feet had trod 
Upon the blossoms of some seven springs, 
And when the eighth came round and called Mm out 
To revel m its light, he turned away, 
And sought his chamber, to lie down and die. 
»T was night— he summoned his accustomed 
friends, 

And, on this wise, bestowed his last bequest : 
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Mother, I 'm dying now ! 
There 'a a deep suffocation in my breast, 
As if some heavy hand my bosom pressed ; 

And on my brow 

I feel the cold sweat stand : 
My lips grow dry and tremulous, and my breath 
Comes feebly up. Oh ! tell me, is this death ? 
Mother, your hand- 
Here— lay it on my wrist, 
And place the other thus beneath my head, 
And say, sweet mother, say, when I am dead, 
Shall I be missed ? 

Never beside your knee 
Shall I kneel down again at night to pray, 
Nor with the morning wake and sing the lay 

You taught to me. 

Oh ! at the time of prayer, 
When you look round, and see a vacant seat, 
You will not wait then for my coming feet— 

You '11 miss me there. 

Father, I 'm going home I 
To the good home you spoke of, that blest land 
Where it is one bright summer always, and 

Storms never come. 

I must be happy then ; 
From pain and death you say I shall be free, 
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That sickness never enters there, and wo 
Shall meet again. 

Brother, the little spot 
I used to call my garden, where long hoars 
We've staid to watch the budding things and 
flowers, 

Forget it not ! 

Plant there some box or pine, 
Something that lives in winter, and Will be 
A verdant offering to my memory, 

And call it mine I 

Sister, my young rose tree, 
That all the spring has been my pleasant care, 
Just patting forth its leaves so green and feir, 

I give to thee ; — 

And when its roses bloom, 
I shall be gone away, my short life done; 
But Will you not bestow a single one 

Upon my tomb ? 

Now, mother, sing the tune 
You sung last night ; I 'm weary, and must sleep. 
Who was it called my name ? Nay, do not weep ; 

You '11 all come soon i 

Morning spread o'er the earth her rosy wings, 
And that meek sufferer, cold and ivory pale, 
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Lay on his couch asleep. The gentle air 
Came through the open window, freighted with 
The savory odors of the early spring : 
He breathed it not : the laugh of passers by 
Jarred like a discord in some mournful tune, 
But wakened not his slumber. He was dead. 



LOOK ALOFT. 

JONATHAN LAWRENCE. 

In the tempest of life, when the wave and the gala 
Are around and above, if thy footing should fail, 
If thine eye should grow dim, and thy caution de- 
part, 

"Look aloft!" and be firm, and bo fearless of 
heart. 

If the friend who embraced in prosperity's glow, 
With a smile for each joy and a tear for each woe, 
Should betray thee when sorrows like clouds are 
arrayed, 

"Look aloft" to the friendship wttch never snail 

fade. 

Should the visions which hope spreads in light to 
thine eye, 

Like the tints of the rainbow, but brighten to fly, 
Then turn, and through tears of repentant regret, 
"Look aloft" to the Sun that is never to set. 
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Should they who are dearest, the eon of thy heart, 
The wife of thy bosom, in sorrow depart, 
" Look aloft " from the darkness and dust of the 
tomb, 

To that soil where affection is ever in bloom. 

And oh ! when death comes in his terrors, to cast 
His fears on the future, his pall on the past, 
In that moment of darkness, with hope in thy 
heart 

And a smile in thine eye, " look aloft" and depart. 



CALM BE HER SLEEP. 

WILLIAM JONBS. 

Calm be her sleep ! as the breast of the ocean, 
When the sun is reclining upon its still wave ; 

She dreams not of life, nor its stormy commotion, 
For the surges of trouble recede from her grave I 

Calm be her sleep! as the winds that are sighing 
Their last famtest echo amid the green trees ; 

No murmur can reach her— unconsciously lying, 
She heeds not the tempest, she hears not the 
breeze. 

Calm be her sleep ! as the flower that closes 
Its beautiful petal in night's chilling air I 



Digitized by G00gle 



64 THE mourner's chaplet. 



She has folded her shroud, too, and sweetly re- 
poses — 

•; Oh ! far be the sorrow that dimmed one so fair I 

Calm be her sleep! as the whisper of even, 
When the hands have been clasped, and the 
knees bent in prayer ; 

She has chanted her hymn at the portal of heaven, 
And found the affection denied to her here ! 

Calm be her sleep ! may the breathing of slander 
0*ershade not the pillow bedewed with our 
tears! 

Away from the turf may the cruel words wander 
That clothed her young spirit in darkness and 
fears! 

Calm be her sleep ! may the tall grass wave lightly 
Above the meek bosom that blessed us of yore ; 

Like a bird, it has found out a region more brightly 
To nestle its pinion— but glad us no more ! 



THE DYING CHILD. 

Tis dying! life is yielding place 
To that mysterious charm, 

Which spreads upon the troubled face 
A fixed, unchanging calm, 

That deepens as the parting breath 

Is gently sinking into death. 
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A thoughtful beauty rests the while: 

Upon its snowy brow; 
But those pale lips could never smile 

More radiantly than now : 
And sure some heavenly dreams begin 
To dawn upon the soul within ! 

O that those mildly conscious lips 

Were parted to reply- 
To tell how death's severe eclipse 

Is passing from thine eye : 
For living eye can never see 
The change that death hath wrought In thee. 
Perhaps thy sight is wandering far 

Throughout the kindled sky, 
In tracing every infant star 

Amid the flames on high; — 
Souls of the just, whose path is beat 
Around the glorious firmament. 

Perhaps thine eye is gazing down 

Upon the earth below, 
Rejoicing to have gained thy crown, 

And hurried from its woe 
To dwell beneath the throne of Him, 
Before whose glory heaven is dim. 

Thy life! how cold it might have been, 

If days had grown to years ! 
How dark, how deeply stained with sin, 
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With weariness and tears ! 
How happy thus to sink to rest, 
So early numbered with the blest I 

Tis well, then, that the smile should lie 
' Upon thy marble cheek : 
It tells to our inquiring eye 

What words could never speak — 
A revelation sweetly given 
Of all that man can learn of heaven. 



THE THRICE- CLOSED EYE. 

HANNAH P. GOULD. 

The eye was closed, and calm the breast — 
'Twas sleep— the weary was at rest, 
While fancy, on her rainbow wings, 
Ranged through a world ol new-made things, 
'Mid regions pure and visions bright, 
Formed but to mock the waking sight. 
For ah ! how light does slumber sit 
On sorrow's brow— how quickly flit 
From her pale throne, when envious care 
Comes robed in clouds, and frowning, there I 

Again— I saw the falling lid, 
And from his sight the world was hid : 
The lip was moved— the knee was bent — 
The heavy-laden spirit went, 

J 
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Bearing her burden from the dust 

Up to her only rock of trust ; 

And, childlike, on her Father's breast 

Cast off the load, and found her rest I 

And this was prayer— 'twas faith and lore 

Communing with a God above ! 

At length that eye was locked— the key 
Had opened heaven— 't was Death J — 'twas ha 
Had sweetly quelled the mortal strife, 
And to the saint the gates of life 
Unfolded. On the sleeper's brow 
Lay the smooth seal of quiet now, 
Which none could break. The soul that here 
Dwelt with eternal things so near 
Had burst her bonds, to soar on high, 
And left to earth the thrice-closed eye t 



THE DYING GIRL. 

Tread lightly as the falling leaf 

Upon the narrow stair : 
Into the darkened chamber step— 

The Dying Girl is there : 
List to her mother's bursting sobs ; 

Look on her sister's woe, 
As they vainly grieve for the lading flower 

They have loved and cherished so. 
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See on her cheek how they fix their eyes— 
'Tie pale as the pillow on which she lies; 
And they, turn again their tears and sighs : 
But hush ! fpr the sufferer speak?— and low 
Her breathings fall on her list'iiers now. 
Not so, not so in the days gone by, 
When the laughing tones of her voice might vie 
With the, blithest song of the blithest bird 
That eyer in wood op wild was heard. 

"Why is there weepingan^ wailing here ? 
Oh rather rejoice, my mother dear ! 
I.go where my father is gone before : 
Will he not, smile as he smiled of yore V 
When he kissed my brow as I fondly hung 
In my childhood's days on his neck f and sung 
The song you, charmed him with when young % 

" Sister 1 be soothed, though we no more 
Shall seek for shells on the yellow shore, 
Nor wreath gay.garlands of wildwood flowers, 
To deck our brows in our playful hours ; 
Sweeter for me are the joys that wait 
When I have passed the Eternal gate ! 

"The fairest of flowers you '11 daily bring 
To strew on my grave as an offering ; 
And at eve my mother you '11 gently guide 
Where I and my father sleep side by side ; 
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Let grief not awaken one dew/ tear, 
But deem our spirjts are hovering near* 
Then humbly kneel on our graves and pray 
To the Christian's God and the Christian'* stay. 

" Death has no terror— Disease no pain ; 

For I know I shall meet ye in Heaven again ! " 

She closed— within her mother's arms 

The maiden breathed her last ; 
And gently as the south wind dies 

Her spirit from us passed, 



TO THE DEAD. 

J. O. O. BRAINBRD. 

How many now are dead to me 

That live to others yet! 
How many are alive to me 
Who crumble in their graves, nor see 
That sickening, sinking look, which we 

Till dead canne^ex forget. 

Beyond the blue seas, far away, 

Most wretchedly alone, 
One died in prison, far away, 
Where stone on stone shut out the day, 
And never hope or comfort's ray 

In his lone dungeon shone. 
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Dead to the world, alive to me, 

Though months and years hare pass'd; 
In a lone hour, his sigh to me 
Comes like the hum of some wild bee, 
And then his form and face I see, 
As when I saw him last. 

And one with a bright lip, and cheek, 

And eye, is dead to me. 
How pale the bloom of his smooth cheek ! 
His lip was cold— it would not speak : 
His heart was dead, for it did not break 1 

And his eye, for it did not see. 

Then for the living be the tomb, 

And for the dead the smile ; 
Engrave oblivion on the tomb 
Of pulseless life and deadly bloom,— 
Dim is such glare : but bright the gloom 

Around the funeral pile. 



A DEATH-BED. 

JAMBS ALDRICH. 

Hxr suffering ended with the day, 

Yet lived she at its close, 
And breathed the long, long night away, 

In statue-like repose. 
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But when the sun, in all his state, 

Illumed the eastern skies, 
She passed through Glory's morning gate, 

And walked in Paradise 1 



" BLESSED ARE THE DEAD." 

LTDIA H. 8I0OURNBT. 

Comb, gather to this burial-place, ye gay t 
Ye, of the sparkling eye, and frolic brow, 
I bid ye hither. She, who makes her bed 
This day, 'neath yon damp turffwith spring-flow- 
ers sown, 

Was one of you. Time had not laid his hand 
On tress or feature, stamping the dread lines 
Of chill decay, till Deaih had nought to do, 
Save that slight office which the passing gale 
Doth to the wasted taper. No, her cheek 
Shamed the young rose-bud ; in her eye was light 
By gladness kindled ; in her footsteps grace ; 
Song on her lips ; affections in her breast, 
Like soft doves nesting. Yet, from all she turned, 
All she forsook, unclasping her warm hand 
From Friendship's ardent pressure, with such 
smile 

As if she were the gainer. To lie down 
In this dark pit she cometh, dust to dust. 
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Ashes to ashes, till the glorious mom 
Of resurrection. Wondering do you. ask— 
Wktrt is Mr blessedness 7 Go boms, ys jay, 
Go to your secret chambers, and kneel down, 
And aak of God. Urge your request like him 
Who on the slight raft, 'mid the ocean's foam, 
Toileth for, life. And when ye win a hope 
That the world gives not, and a faith divine, 
Ye will no longer marvel how the friend 
So -beautiful, so loved, so lured by all 
The pageantry on earth, could meekly find 
A blessedness, in death. 

SONG. 

J. H. BRIOHT. 

Should sorrow o'er thy brow 

Its darkened shadows fling, 
And hopes that cheer thee now, 

Die in their early spring; 
Should pleasure at its birth 

Fade like the hues of even, 
Turn thou away from earth, — t 

There 's rest for thee in heaven 1 

If ever life shall seem 

To thee a toilsome way, 
And gladness cease to beam 

Upon its clouded day ; 
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If, like the Wearied dove, 
O'er shoreless ocean driven, 

Raise thou thine eye above,^ 
There 's rest for thee in heaven ! 

But, O! if always flowers 

Throughout thy pathway bloom, 
And gayly pass the hours, 

Undimmed by earthly gloom ; 
Still let not every thought 

To this poor world be given, 
Not always be forgot 

Thy better rest in heaven ! 

When sickness pales thy cheek, 

And dims thy lustrous eye, 
And pulses low and weak 

Tell of a time to die- 
Sweet hope shall whisper then, 

" Though thou from earth be riven, 
There 's bliss beyond thy ken,— 

There 's rest for thee in heaven ! " 



TRIBUTARY STANZAS. 

A dirge for the budding flower, 
Which shrank from our freezing night, 

And went to fulfil its dower, 
To bloom in its Maker's sight. 
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High hope that an infant's spirit 

Can soar 'bore the highest star- 
That her lot is so blest, to inherit 
A home where the ransomed are. 

Flowers we strew o'er her pillow- 
Violets of softest hue ; 

The boughs of her weeping willow 
Will steep them with rosy dew. 

She came when Spring was recalling 

The victims of Winter's blast, 
And went when the sear leaves were falling, 

And pale flowers withering fast. 

At her birth there were smiles of gladness, 
And songs of the jocund Spring : 

At her death there were tears and sadness, 
And two hearts withering. 



" EARTH'S CHILDREN CLEAVE TO EARTH." 

W. C. BRYANT. 

Earth's children cleave to earth : her frail, 

Decaying children dread decay. 
Yon wreath of mist that leaves the vale, 
And lessens in the morning ray- 
Look, how, by mountain rivulet, 
It lingers, as it upward creeps, 
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And clings to fern and copse wood set 

Along the green and dewy steps : 
Clings to the fragrant kalmia, clings 

To precipices fringed with grass, 
Dark maples where the wood-thrush sings, 

And bowers of fragrant sassafras. 
Yet all in rain : it passes still 

From hold to hold ; it cannot stay ; 
And in the very beams that fill 

The world with glory, wastes away, 
Till, parting from the mountain's brow, 

It vanishes from human eye, 
And that which sprung of earth is now 

A portion of the glorious sky. 

THE DYING GIRL. 

FLORA MACARTHY. 

Nat, nay— close not the casement— 
»T is the last sun these eyes shall open on. 
Fear naught for me— the summer breeze is not 
Too rough, it gently fans my fevered cheek, 
And yields delicious coolness to my brow. 
Raise me, good Nina— I would fain look forth 
On this bright world once more— His the last 
time. 

Methinks all things look fairer than of yore ; 
The golden sun, that pours his blessed light 
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Iq rich effulgence o'er this lovely land, 
Ne'er looked to me so bright as in this hour— 
His setting one, and mine.— What memories 
Of long-forgotten happiness the time 
And scene call back ! By yonder verdant hill, 
How oft in this glad light I 've loved to rove, 
A careless merry child, and twined me garlands 
Of sweet wild flowers— -no hot- house denizens ; 
How oft I 've climbed unto its very top, 
And there, beneath the dear old hoary elm 
That crowned its summit, have I flung me down 
On the fresh turf, and gazed on all below, 
And thought that Paradise, In its first day, 
Could scarce have owned more' happy loveliness, 
Than this— my native land. 

Yon river— winding through Its flowery path, 
Now dancing in the sun, now lost to view 
Within the glooming shadow of the grove- 
How well I trace its devious way, and hail 
Each rock and tree as old remembered friends. 
And there— in yonder bower, I mark it well- 
Where lingers still the sun's last golden beam, 
How oft have I too lingered, till the stream 
That murmurs through it, with so sweet a voice, 
Sparkled in the full glory of the risen moon. 

And there was one that hung beside me then, 

The loved, the chosen of this breaking heart— 
—Sleep, memory, sleep, nor tear the wound anew ! 
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— T is gone at last, my lattet earthly suit, 
And evening's sombre hue is shed o'er alt 
Take me, good nurse ; I ' ve bid the world farewell ; 
Life flutters feebly in my fainting frame j 
I feel the tyrant's grasp upon my heart, 
And prayer becomes a dying creature more 
Than vain regrets— I would commune with Heaven, 
And to His mercy, who for sinners suffered, 
Commend my parting spirit. 



THE DEATH OF A CHILD. 

E. O. WATKBBTON. 

Shb was even yet in childhood, but she seemed 
Wasting in strength like a half-opened bud 
Bowing upon its stem. She lay at rest, 
Her young heart leaning with a perfect faith 
Upon the word of God ; and thus her eye 
Shone with such inward light, and her pale lips 
Moved with such smiles, that even those who 
wept 

Felt in their inmost hearts a thrill of joy. 

With what a marvellous vigor can the soul 
Put forth its hidden strength, looking at Death 
As at an angel from the courts of God! 
And with what beauty, at the closing hour, 
Will childhood's sweet affections' Mossom out I 



7 

Digitized by G00gle 



98 THE MOURNEE'8 CHAPLET. 



There ahe lay peaceful as if in slumber ; 
A thoughtful calmness resting on her brow, 
And the long silken lashes of her eyes 
Pressed meekly to each other : while her heart 
Seemed musing upon things that were to come, 
Or raised in silent worship. All was still 
There came no sound upon the summer air 
Except the birds' feint warble, or the voice 
Of the low-murmuring stream. Her pulse had 
stopped— 

And those who gathered round leaned slowly o'er 
To see if yet she breathed ;— when suddenly 
She started in her bed, upright; spread out her 
arms, 

And fixing upon space her kindling eyes, 
As if she saw her glorious home in heaven, 
" How beautiful ! how beautiful ! " she cried, 
And, sinking on her pillow— passed away. 

A MEMORY. 

JANE T. LOMAX. 

She was a gentle, quiet girl, 

With darkly waving hair; 
Just parted in her simple way 

On a forehead low and fair. 
No flush of brilliant loveliness 

Was sparkling on her face, 
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But something tranquil and subdued, 
And touching in its grace. 

She seldom smiled; but then she brought 

No cloud on others' glee ; 
And ever on her pale young brow 

A shadow seemed to be ; 
And then her voice was very sad 

In its soft and earnest tone, 
With a low and winning eloquence, 

And a sweetness all its own. 

Some hidden sorrow on the past 
I A darkness seemed to throw ; 

She never spoke of early ties, 

Or of pleasures long ago ; 
But in the daily, common caret 

She calmly met her share, 
As one who had no shrinking from 

The trials life must bear. 

No jest was on the placid lip 

Where kindest accents hung, 
And never now the careless laugh 

From her still spirit rung ; 
But with a light and silent step 

She moved among the throng, 
Promoting in her noiseless way 

The cheerful dance and song. 

She had a pleasure in the sight 
Of others' happy mirth, 
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Such aa an angel might have felt 
While looking on the earth ; 

For she wae like an angel here, 
So lovely and so pure, 

And she hath passed where spirits are, 
To dwell with us no mora. 

We miss the kindness of her voice, 

And the beauty of her brow; 
And the sweetest words we ever heard 

Are silent to us now. 
She never spoke the quiet grief, 

Whose blight so early fell- 
She had been gayer once, they said, 

But loved too long and well. 



OH, WEEP NOT FOR THE DEAD. 

MART B. BROOKS, 

Oh, weep not for the dead 1 
Rather, oh rather give the tear 
To those that darkly linger here, 

When all besides are fled. 
Weep for the spirit withering 
In its cold cheerless sorrowing, 
Weep for the young and lovely om 
That ruin darkly revels on ; 

But never be a tear-drop shed 

For them, the pure enfranchised dead. 
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Oh, weep not for the dead ! 
No more for them the blighting chill, 
The thousand shades of earthly ill, 

The thousand thorns we tread ; 
Weep for the Hfe-cbarm early flown, 
The spirit broken, bleeding, lone; 
Weep for the death-pangs of the heart, 
Ere being from the bosom part ; 

But never be a tear-drop given 

To those that rest In yon blue heaven. 



POUR NOT THE VOICE OP GEIEF. 

ROBERT MORRIS. 

Pour not the voice of grief 

Above the sable bier t 
The weary spirit finds relief 

In some more hallowed sphere. 
What recks it that the lip 

Hath lost its thrilling hue— 
Untainted was their fellowship 

As blushing rose and dew. 
And now— too soon a creeping thing, 
Will, like a leech, there feed and cling ! 

Yet weep not for the dead 

Who early pass away, 
Ere hope and joy and youth have fled, 

Ere woe has wrought decay I 
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Better to die in youth, 

When life is green and bright, 
Than when the heart has lost its truth 

In age and sorrow's night- 
Then woes and years around us throng, 
And death's chill grasp is on us long. 

Life Is a rifled flower 

When love's pure visions fade — 
A broken spell— a faded hour— 

An echo— and a shade ! 
The poet's thirst for fame, 

And siren beauty's kiss, 
Ambition's height, and honor's name, 

But yield a phantom bliss— 
And man turns back from every goal 
Thirsting for some high bliss of soul I 

Would I had died when young I 

How many burning tears, 
And wasted hopes, and severed ties, 

Had spared my after years ! 
And she on whose pale brow 

The damp and cold earth lies, 
Whose pure heart in its virgin glow 

Was mirrored in dark eyes ! 
Would I had faded soon with her, 
My boyhood's earliest worshipper! 

Pour not the voice of woe I 
Shed not a burning tear 
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When spirits from the cold earth go, 

Too bright to linger here I 
Unsullied let them pass k 

Into oblivion's tomb — 
Like snow-flakes melting in the sea 

When rife with vestal bloom. 
Then strew fresh flowers above the grave, 
And let the tall grass o'er it wave I 



A SISTER'S GRAVE. 

R. 0. WATER STON. 

«« En sin could blight, or sorrow fait, 
Death came with friendly care ; 
The opening bud to Heaven conveyed, 
And bade it bloaeom there.'* 

The leaves, by tranquil breezes fanned, 

In summer beauty o'er me wave, 
While here in loneliness I stand, 

And muse beside my sister's grave. 
My sister's grave !— Ah, who can tell 
The thoughts that through my bosom swell, 

In naming one who was so dear, 
While mournfully I linger round 
This spot of consecrated ground, 

And feel that now she slumbers here ? 

Five years have passed,— five changing yean,— 
Since here, beneath this twilight shade, 
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With broken sighs and gushing tears, 
That sister's torsi? form was laid t 

Five changing years I yel eren now 

I gaze, as then, upon her brow, 

And seen) to hear a tow, soft voice, 

Which bids my rery heart rejoice; 

Am* then I start and weep, to find, 
That that which blessed my ear and eye 

Was but a vision of the mind, — 
The echo of a voice gone by ; — 

For here I see the long grass wave 

Sadly above my sister's grave ! 

Tet there is beauty here. The bee 

Hums sweetly through the summer hours, 
And the soft breezes wander free 

'Midst bursting leaves and budding flowers; 
And on the air is borne along 
The lonely wood-bird's pensive song; 
While the mild sunlight, like a spell, 
Slumbers upon each hill and dell : — 
What wonder, then, that to my heart, 

This grave, which in such beauty lies, 
Where earth and heaven their charms impart, 

Should seem the gate of Paradise, 
Where Faith, with her sweet smile of lore, 
Points to the glorious heavens above ? 

And often thus, to this lone glen, 
I will with thoughtful footsteps turn, 
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Far from the busy haunts of men. 
The purposes of life to learn ; — 
Till, laid beside my sister's grave, 
The same long grass o'er both shall ware. 



A DIRGE. 

Beautiful on thy fair brow, 
Brother, death is sitting now ! 
Calmly as on mother's breast* 
Weary child, thou slumberest, 
That deep sleep, which ne'er again 
Wakes to mortal grief and pain. 

Round thee, in the waning year, 
Leaves are falling sad and sear, 
Soon will winter's sighing blast 
O'er thee strew them thick and fast- 
But in thy green spring-tide, thou, 
Gentle brother, liest low. 

Flowers are fading on thy bier, 
Hands of love had scattered here— 
Meetly thus the sweets they fling 
O'er thee of their withering, 
In thy bright young bloom like them 
Severed from the natal stem. 

Yet, O brother, not for thee 
Flow our tears of agony ! 
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*i»wi in i us v I* lie uaiaViicoo loll* 




O'er the home of thee bereft, 




From thy spirit's radiant track 




Who, 0 who would call it back I 




When the rainbow shines o'erhead, 




Mourn we for the dew-drop fled ? 




Or when springs the flower on high, 




That the buried seed should die ? 




Far less bright than thou art now, 




Flower of earth or heavenly bow. 




Brother, like some silenced tone 




Of sweet music art thou gone! 




Ere thy light of youth grew djm, 




God hath taken thee to Him,— 


** 


— Welcome were the hour to me, 




oruiner, w tie uown wun mee i j 




— ~" 

LYDLL 




JOHN PIERPONT. 


Mi* 


• Lydia B. Gate*, only daughter of Colonel William 


Gates, of the United States Army, died at Fort Columbus, 


GoTer 


nor's Island, New York, February 28th, 1839, ag-ed 19. 




I saw her mother's eye of love 




As gently on her rest, 




As falls the light of evening's sun 




Upon a lily's breast. 
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And the daughter to the mother raised 

Her calm and loving eye, 
As a lake, among its sheltering hills, 

Looks upward to the sky. 

I * ve seen a swelling rose-bud hang 

Upon its parent stem, 
Just opening to the light, and graced 

With many a dewy gem, 
And, ere that bud had spread its leaves 

And thrown its fragrance round, 
I 've seen it perish on its stem, 

And drop upon the ground. 

So, in her yet unfolding bloom, 

Hath Lydia felt the blast ; 
A worm unseen hath done its work ;— 

To earth the bud is cast, 
And on her lowly resting-place,-' 

As on the rose-bud's bed 
Drops from the parent tree are showered, — 

Her parents' tears are shed. 

And other eyes there are that loved 

Upon that bud to rest ; 
There's one who long had hoped to wear 

The rose upon his breast ; 
Who 'd watched and waited lovingly 

Till it was fully blown, 
And who had e'en put forth his hand, 

To pluck it as his own. 
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A stronger hand than his that flower 

Hath gathered from its tree 1 
And borne it hence, in paradise 

To bloom immortally; 
And all that breathe the fragrance there 

That its young leaves exhale, 
It shall remind of Sharon's rose,— 

The fily of the rale. 

The soldier father hare I seen 

Suppress a struggling sigh, 
And a tear, whene'er he spoke of her. 

Stood trembling in his eye;— 
No other daughter, in his arms, 

Had ever slept, a child, 
No other daughter, on his knee, 

Had ever sat and smiled. 
And he was far away from her, 

But for her had his fears, 
And anxious thoughts, upon fads brow, 

Had left the stamp of years ; 
And now the grave hath, from bis band, 

Keceived its sacred trust, 
And father's, mother's, lover's tears 

Have mingled with her dust. 

Peace to her dust f for, surely, peace 

Her gentle spirit knows ; 
Around her narrow house, on earth, 

The night wind sadly blows, % 
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But heavenly airs, that through the trees 

Of life forever ptay, 
Are breathing on her spirit's brow, 

To dry her tears away, 

CONSOLATIONS OF RELIGION. 

3. O. PKRCIYJLL. 

There is a mourner, and her heart Is broken : 
She Is a widow— she is old and poor : 

Her only hope is in that sacred token 
Of peaceful happiness when life is o'er ; 

She asks no wealth nor pleasure— begs no more 
Than Heaven's delightful volume, and the 
sight 

Of her Redeemer. Skeptics I would you pour 
Tour blasting vials on her head, and blight 
Sharon's sweet rose, that blooms and charms her 
being's night I 

She lives in her affections ; for the grave 
Has closed upon her husband, children : all 

Her hopes are with the arms she trusts will save 
Her treasured jewels ; though her views are 
small, 

Though she has never mounted high, to ftfl 

And writhe in her debasement, yet the spring 
Of her meek, tender feelings cannot pafl 
Her unperverted palate, but will bring 
A joy without regret, a Mis* that has no sting. 
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Even m a fountain, whose unsullied ware 

Wells in the pathless valley, flowing o'er 
With silent waters, kissing, as they lave 

The pebbles with light rippling, and the shore 
Of matted grass and flowers — so softly pour 

The breathings of her bosom, when she prays, 
Long bowed before her Maker; then no more 

She muses on the grief of former days ; 
Her full heart melts and flows in Heaven's dissolv- 
ing rays. 

And Faith can see a new world, and the eyes 

Of saints look pity on her : Death will come — 
A few short moments over, and the prize 

Of peace eternal waits her, and the tomb 
Becomes her fondest pillow: all its gloom 

Is scattered : what a meeting there will be 
To her and all she loved here, and the bloom 

Of new life from those cheeks shall never flee — 
Theirs is the health which lasts through all eter- 
nity. 

MY SISTER. 

In the cold grave she sleeps, 
The wakeless, dreamless slumber; round my heart 
Her memory twineth. It will ne'er depart, 

For Thought a vigil keeps 
Beside it, like a watcher by a tomb, 
Mourning unceasingly her early doom. 
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She faded to repose 
So calmly that I knew not Death was there — 
That the winds fanned her cheek and stirred her 
hair 

Unfelu The tinge of rose 
Went out upon her cheek, as fades the light 
In summer's ere, before the holy night 

Upon her face the while 
(As if relenting Death was loth to call 
From its frail stem a flower so beautiful) 

Played a sweet smile. 
Perchance an angel bore her soul away, 
And left the impress on the senseless clay. 

We bore her to her rest, 
In the green rale where, in the summer hours, 
She used to wander, singing 'mid the flowers, 

And softly on her breast 
Laid the green turf— by violets bespread; 
For she in life had chosen such a bed. 

Upon my listening ear, 
Though years hare faded since its joyous tone 
Bang out with music which was hers alone, 

I fancy yet I hear 
The wild laugh, at whose sound the darkness fled, 
That care and sorrow round my pathway shed : 

Soon the illusion flies ; 
I ne'er may hear the music of her voice; 
Ne'er may my spirit in the light rejoice 
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Of her bright eyes, 
Silent and sightless now ; and in her grave, 
lferk are the curls wont o*er her brow to wave. 

Rest thee, thou early dead I 
A brother sends thy steeping font atone, 
And tears sincere as was that brother's lore, 

For thee doth shed: 
Though it be selfish to lament thy lot- 
Gone ere a sin thy life's pure page could blot 

TO A DYING INFANT. 

Slbbp, little baby ! sleep I 

Not in thy cradle bed, 
ftot on thy mother's breast 
Henceforth shall be thy rest, 

But with the quiet dead. 

Yes— with the quiet dead, 
Baby, thy rest shall be. 
Oh ! many a weary heart, 
Weary of life's dull par^, 

Would fain lie down with thee. 

Flee, little tender nursling! 

Flee to thy grassy nest ; 
There the first flowers shall blow. 
The first pure flakes of snow 

Shall fell upon thy breast. 
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Peace ! peace 1 The little bosom 

Labors with shortening breath — 
Peace! peace 1 That tremulous sigh 
Speaks his departure nigh*— 

Those are the dampe of death. 

I * ve seen thee In thy beauty, 

A thing all life and glee ; 
But never then wert thou 
So beautiful, as now, 

Baby, thou seem'st to me. 

Thine upturned eyes gland over, 

Like harebells wet with dew; 
Already veiled and hid 
By the convulsed lid, 

Their pupil* darkly blue. 

The little mouth half open— 

The soft lip quivering 
As if (like summer air 
Ruffling the rose leaves) there/ 

Thy soul were fluttering. 

Mount up, immortal essence f< 
Young spirit 1 haste, depart. 
And is this Deaths—Dread thing t 
If such thy visiting, 

How beautiful thou art ! 



8 
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Oh f I could gaze forever 
Upon that waxen face, 
So passionless ! 00 pure I 
The little shrine was sure 

An angel's dwelling-place. 

Thou weepest, childless mother! 

Aye, weep— 'twill ease thine heart — 
He was thy first-born son, 
Thy first !— thine only one— 

'T is hard from him to part. 

T is hard to lay thy darling 

Deep in the damp, cold earth; 
His empty crib to see, 
His silent nursery, 

Once gladsome with his mirth; 

To meet again in slumber 

His small mouth's rosy kiss, 
Then— wakened with a start 
By thine own throbbing heart — 

His twining arms to miss! 

To feel (half conscious why) 

A dull heart-sinking weight, 
Till memory on thy soul 
Flashes the painful whole 

That thou art desolate ! 
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And then to lie and weep, 

And think the live-long night 
(Feeding thine own distress 
With accurate greediness) 

Of every past delight ;— 

Of all his winning ways, 

His pretty playful smiles, 
His joy at sight of thee, 
His treks, his mimicry, 

And all his little wiles! 

Oh ! these are recollections 

Round mothers' hearts that cling- 
That mingle with the tears 
, And smiles of after years, 

With oft awakening. 

But thou wilt then, fond mother. 

In after years, look back, 
(Time brings such wondrous easing) 
With sadness not unpleasing, 

E'en on this gloomy track. 

Thou 'It say—" My pride I my blessing! 

It almost broke my heart, 
When thou wert forced to go, 
And yet, for thee, I know 

'T was better to depart. 
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" God took thee in his mercy, 




A Iamb untasked; untried ; 




He fought the fight for thee, 




He won the victory, 




And thou art sanctified ! 




" I look around and see 




The evil ways of men ; 




And oh ! beloved child ( 




I 'm more than reconciled 




To thy departure then. 




" The little arms that clasped me— 




The innocent Itps that prest, — 




Would they have been as pure 




Till now, as when of yore 




t lulled thee on my breast? 




" Now (like a dew-drop shrined 




Within a crystal stone) 




Thou 'rt sa(e in heaven, my dove I 




. Safe with the Source of Love, 




The Everlasting One. 




" And when the hour arrives 




From flesh that sets me free, 




Thy spirit may await 




The first at Heaven's gate, 




To meet and welcome me " 
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"WHERE WOULD I REST 7" 

0. P. HOFFMAN. 

Under old boughs, where moist the livelong ram- 
mer 

The moss is green, and springy to your tread. 
When you, my friend, shall be an often comer 
To pierce the thicket, seeking for my bed: 

For thickets heavy all around should screen it 
From careless gazer that might wander near, 

Nor even to him who by some chance had seen it, 
Would I have aught to catch his eye, appear. 

One lonely stem, a trunk those old boughs lifting, 
Should mark the spot; and, haply, new thrift 
owe 

To that which upward through its sap was drift* 
ing 

From what lay mouldering round its roots be- 
low. 

There my freed spirit with the dawn's first gleam- 
ing 

Would come to revel round the dancing spray j 
There would it linger with the day's last beam- 
ing, 

To watch thy footsteps thither track their way. 
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The quivering leaf should whisper in that hour 
Things that for thee alone would have a sound, 

And parting boughs my spirit-glances shower 
In gleams of light upon the mossy ground. 

There, when long years and all thy journeying* 
over, 

Loosed from this world thyself to join the free, 
Thou too wouldst come to rest beside thy lover 
In that sweet cell beneath our Try sting-Tree. 



TO AN INFANT. 

WILLIAM B. WALTER, 

And art thou here, sweet boy, among 
The crowds that come this world to throng f 
The loveliest dream of waking life 1 
Hope of the bosom's secret strife I 
Emblem of all the heart can love ! 
Vision of all that 's bright above I 
Pledge, promise of remembered years ! 
Seal of pure souls, yet bought with tears f 

Hail ! child of love !— -I linger yet 
Around thy couch, where slumber sweet 
Hangs on thine eyelids' liv|ng shroud ; 
And thoughts and dreamings thickly crowd 
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Upon the mind like gleams of light 
Which sweep along the darksome night, 
Lurid and strange, all fearful sent 
In flashings o'er the firmament 1 

O ! wake not from that tranquil sleep I 
Too soon 't will break, and thou shalt weep ; 
Such is thy destiny and doom, 
O'er this long past and long to come ; 
Earth's mockery, guilt and nameless woe ; 
The pangs which thou canst only know ; 
All crowded in a little span, 
The being of the creature Man I 

Ah! little deemest thou, my child, 
The way of life Is dark and wild ; 
Its sunshine, but a light whose play 
Serves but to dazzle and betray ; 
Weary and long— its end, the tomb, » 
Where darkness spreads her wings of gloom I 
That resting-place of things which live, 
The goal of all that earth can give 1 

It may be that the dreams of fame, 
Proud Glory's plume, the warrior's name, 
Shall lure thee to the field of blood ; 
There, like a god, war's fiery flood 
May bear thee on ! while far above, 
Thy crimson banners proudly move, 
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Like the red clouds which skirl the sun, 
When the fierce tempest-day is done 4 

Or lead thee to a cloistered cell, 
Where Learning's votaries lonely dwell; 
The midftight lamp and brow of care ; 
The fre**n heart that mocks despair ; 
Consumption's fires to burn thy cheek; 
The bsain that throbs, but wiU not break ; 
The travail of the soul to gain 
A name, and die— alas 1 in vain 1 

Thou reckeat not, aweet slumberer, there, 
Of this world's crimes; of many a snare 
To catch the soul ; of pleasures wild, 
Friends falsa— fees dark— and hearts beguiled ; 
Of Passion's ministers who sway, 
With ironeeeptre, all who stray ; 
Of broken hearts— still loving on, 
When ail is lost, and changed, and gone \ 

What is it that thou wilt not prove 9 
Power, Wealth, Dominion, Grandeur, Love — 
All the soul's idols in their turn 1 
And find each false, yet wildly bum 
To grasp at all— and love the cheat; 
Smile, when the ravening vultures eat 
Into thy vary bosom's core, 
And drink -up that— whioh is not gore f 
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Thy tears shall flow, and thou shall wsep 
As he has wept who eyes thy sleep, ~ 
But weeps no more— his heart is cold, 
Warped, sickened, seared, with woes untold. 
And he it so 1 the clouds which Toll 
Bark, heavy o'er my troubled soul, 
Bring with them lightnings which illume, 
To shroud the mind in deeper gloom ! 



But no ! dear boy, my earnest prayer 
Shall call on Heaven to bless thee here! 
Long mayst thou live to love thy kind- 
Brave, generous, of a lofty mind! 
Thy father live again in thee, 
Thy mother long her virtues see 
Brightly reflected forth in thine— 
Her solace m life's sad decline. 

Sleep on ! sleep on I but^-0 my soul, 
This is not slumber's soft control ! 
Boy !— boy ! awake— that struggling cry 
So faint and low-^that agony ! 
, The long, sunk, heavy gasp and groan ! 
And O, that desolate, last moan 1 — 
My God ! the infant spirit 's gone ! 
Are there no tears 1 — dark— dark— alone ! 



Tie past! farewell! I little thought 
The mockeries which my fancy wrought, 
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From fate's dark book were 'rudely lorn! — 
That clouds would darken o'er thy morn ! 
That Death's stern hand would sweep away 
The flower just springing to the day I 
But wounded hearts must still bleed on ! 
Enough, enough— God's will be done I 



A REMEMBRANCE. 

WILLIS O. CLARK. 

" Oh, who would cut 

The undying hope awaj of memory bora? 

Hope of re-union, heart to heart, at Jaet, 
No rettleee doubt between, no rankling thorn 7 »» 

I seb thee still • thou art not dead, 

Though dust is mingling with thy form ; 
The broken sunbeam hath not shed 

Its final rainbow on the storm : 
In visions of the midnight deep, 

Thine accents through my bosom thrill, 
Till joy's fond impulse bids me weep,— 

For, rapt in thought, I see thee still ! 

I see thee still,— that cheek of rose, 
Those lips, with dewy fragrance wet, 

That forehead in serene repose, 
Those soul-lit eyes,— I see them yet ! 
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Sweet seraph ! Sure, thou art not dead,— 
Thou gracest still this earthly sphere, 

An influence still is round me shed, 
Like thine,— and yet thou art not here I* 

Thou art not here ; and never more, 

Beneath the pale and sombre sky, 
Will thy dear songs around me pour 

Their gush of holy melody ; 
Years may roll on, and Time may shed 

Some casual lustre from his wing ; 
But my fair May of Love hath fled, 

For love hath but one golden spring I 

Farewell, beloved ! To mortal sight, 

Thy vermeil cheek no more may bloom, 
No more thy smiles inspire delight,— 

For thou art garnered in the-tomb. 
Rich harvest for that ruthless Power, 

Which hath no bound to mar his will J— 
Yet, as in hope's unclouded hour, 

Throned in my heart, I see thee still I 



THE EARLY DEAD. 

Blest the dead, the early dead t 
Tears for them shall not be shed :— 
Mercy gives a gentle doom, 
Leads them to the sheltering tomb, 
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While the sky of life is bright, 
Ere the coining on of night. 
Those that linger long shall know 
Storm and darkness, cold and snow; 
But secure in peaceful rest, 
Lie the early dead— the blest I 

From the spring-time bowers they fled, 
Ere one glossy leaf was dead; 
While the bee was on the flower, 
While the bird sang in the bower ; 
Fragrance floating all around, 
Mingled with delicious sound:— 
We shall know them melt away, 
They shall mourn not their decay; 
Birds shall sing, and roses bloom 
O'er the early, envied tomb ! 

Gone ! with buoyant hearts and young, 
But, to tones of rapture strung ! 
Ere the jarring notes of care 
Mingled discord with despair— 
They shall feel no powers decline, 
See not strength nor beauty pine ; 
Know not friends to death depart; 
Never mourn for treachery's smart — 
Happy dead !— escaped from pain ; 
All must feel who yet remain 1 
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Better than the best of life 
Is a respite from its strife— 
Those that lire shall sigh for death, 
Draw in pain their lingering breath; 
But no pang shall ever grieve 
Sleep of yours— too sweet to leave f 
When the "life of life" is o'er, 
Life has only death in store- 
Joy for those, and triumph high, 
Blessed dead, who early die I 



SPIRITUAL IMPRESSIONS. 

ELIZABETH OAKBS SMITH. 

Ws toll for earth, Its shadowy veil 

Envelops soul and thought, 
And hides that discipline and life, 

Within our being wrought. 
We chain the thought, we shroud the soul, 

And backward turn our glance, 
When onward should its vision he, 

And upward its advance. 

And never may the spirit turn 

Prom that effulgent ray, 
It lives forever in the glare 

Of an eternal day; 
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Lives in that penetrating light, 

A kindred glow to raise, 
Or every withering sin to trace 

Within its searching blaze. 

Few, few the shapely temple rear, 

For God's abiding place- 
That mystic temple, where no sound 

Within the hallowed space 
Reveals the skill of builder's hand ; 

Yet with a silent care 
That holy temple riseth up, 

And God is dwelling there. 

Then weep not when the infant lies 

In its small grave to rest, 
With scented flowers springing forth 

From out its quiet breast ; 
A pure, pure soul to earth was given, 

Yet may not thus remain; 
Rejoice that it is rendered back, 

Without a single stain. 

Bright cherubs bear the babe away 

With many a fond embrace, 
And beauty, all unknown to earth, 

Upon its features trace. 
They teach it knowledge from the fount, 

And holy truth and love ; 
The songs of praise the infant learns, 

As angels sing above. 
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THE DEATH-BED OF BEAUTY. 

J. O. ROCKWELL. 

She sleeps in beauty, like the dying rose 

By the warm skies and winds of June forsaken ; 
Or like the sun, when dimmed with clouds it goes 

To its clear ocean-bed, by light winds shaken : 
Or like the^moon, when through its robes of snow 

It smiles with angel meekness ; or like sorrow 
When it is soothed by resignation's glow, 

Or like herself,— she will be dead to-morrow. 

How still she sleeps i The young and sinless girl ! 

And the faint breath upon her red lips trembles, 
Waving, almost in death, the raven curl 

That floats around her ; and she most resembles 
The fall of night upon the ocean foam, 

Wherefrom the sun-light hath not yet departed, 
And where the winds are faint. She stealeth 
home, 

Unsullied girl ! an angel broken-hearted 1 

O, bitter world ! that hadst so cold an eye 

To look upon so fair a type of heaven ; 
She could not dwell beneath a winter sky, 

And her heart-strings were frozen here and riven, 
And now she lies in ruins— look and weep ! 

How lightly leans her cheek upon the pillow I 
And how the bloom of her fair face doth keep 

Changed, like a stricken dolphin on the billow. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF ALICE— AGED TWO 
TEARS. 

JOHN XXBSJfe 

Blossom of Heaven! planted here, 
Yet destined not to bloom 
Where all around is cold and sear, 
And earth a living tomb ; 

A bud that in the morn's first rays 
Opened to life and love, 
An angel now, to lisp the praise 
Of Him whose home 's above. 

A mother's watchful, yearning heart 
Hath pillowed thee to rest, 
And as it throbbed, O must it part 
With its sweet infant guest ? 

A father's pride, fond sisters' grief, 
Bedew thy early bier, 
And brothers mourn thy falling leaf 
With many a bitter tear. 

We » ve laid thee 'neath the Spring's first soft 

Thy infant foot hath prest, 

" Calm in the bosom of thy God" 

That seraph spirit's blest— 

And with the tear affection sheds, 
Thy memory green will ever spring, 
As gentle violets wave their heads, 
And o'er thy grave a fragrance fling. 

END. 
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